92 

old crank. 



Keep Your Card in This Pocket 

Books will be issued only on presentation of proper 
library cards. 

Unless labeled otherwise, books may be retained 
for two weeks. Borrowers finding books marked, de- 
faced or mutilated are expected to report same at' 
library desk; otherwise the last borrower will be held 
responsible for all imperfections discovered. 

The card holder is responsible for all books drawn 
on this card. 

Penalty for e over-due books 2c a day plus cost of 
notices. 

Lost cards and change of residence must be re- 
ported promptly. 

Public Library 

Kansas City, Mo. 




KANSAS CITY. MO. PUBLIC LIBRARY 




,r 



f p 

'' i 



C 



] tfffilMAY 2. 9 

,..i 



v 



Damned Old Crank 



Self-Portrait ofE. W. Scripps 



E. W. Scripps had a lot of newspapers 
and boasted an astonishing appetite for 
whisky, an assortment of yachts, enemies 
and mistresses, a belligerent temper, and 
a conscience. He described himself as "a 
damned old crank." 

Many newspapermen believe that he 
also was the greatest journalist America 
has yet produced. Certainly he was one 
of the country's most powerful men 
and one of the least known. 




Jerry Clemens Photo 

E. W. Scripps on his yacht the "Kemah" off Singapore in 1924, 
two years before his death. 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 



EDWARD WYLLIS SCRIPPS, the thirteenth child of an English 
immigrant father, was born in 1854 on a RushvUle, Illinois, farm 
and died of apoplexy aboard his yacht, the Ohio, in Monrovia Bay, 
Liberia, on a hot spring night in 1926, following a dinner which in- 
cluded energetic conversation with his guest, the American consul, 
and too many cigars. He died distant from friends and family, sur- 
rounded only by employees. He was buried at sea. 

The broad lineaments of his career are easy to record. E. W. 
Scripps served a useful apprenticeship in newspaper work under bis 
half brother, James E. Scripps, founder and owner of the Detroit 
Evening News. 

Early in life he broke with James E., and created from scratch one 
of the great news enterptises of the world. At his death he left to his 
only living son the controlling interest in daily newspapers in fifteen 
states, the United Press Associations, the Newspaper Enterprise As- 
sociation (N.E.A.), Acme Newsphotos, United Feature Syndicate, 
and a proliferation of newspaper mechanical and supply properties. 
Among the newspapers were the Cleveland Press, the Cincinnati 
Post, the Toledo News-Bee, the Columbus Citizen, the Pittsburgh 
Press, and the San Francisco News. 

Scripps was the principal founder and supporter of the Scripps In- 
stitution of Oceanography at La Jolla, California; the Scripps Founda- 
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tion for Research in Population Problems, of Miami University, 
Miami, Ohio; and the Science News Service of Washington, D.C. 
During his lifetime the Scripps concern never waxed so great as that 
of either Hearst or Pulitzer; but five years after his death his suc- 
cessors purchased the choicest of the Pulitzer properties, the New 
York World. Since then, his properties have shown, in the main, a 
healthy and steady growth. 

Sound management principles and editorial verve, inherited from 
the founder, have been largely responsible for this growth. Scripps 
believed in giving his partners and employees their head (up to a 
point) so long as he retained fifty-one per cent, or control, of the 
several enterprises. In return for his fifty-one per cent, the concern 
got his unrelenting editorial integrity and acute, unorthodox business 
sense. 

Scripps was an active newsroom man for only a brief period of his 
busy life. He became an editorial employee on the Detroit Evening 
News around 1875, and remained tied to an editorial desk (by gossa- 
mer, and with two years out for a health-restoring European trip), 
until 1890. During this year, after a quarrel with James E,, he quit 
on-the-scene newspapering. A combination of misanthropy, raw 
nerves and family exacerbations drove him as far away from his kind 
as was possible without loss of his nationality. He built Miramar 
Ranch on an arid, windswept mesa about sixteen miles from San 
Diego, in the final southwest corner of the United States. Save for an 
interval during World War I, when he attempted to resume active 
editorial direction of the concern in Washington, D.C., he lived in 
San Diego until 1920. Then he withdrew again, and even farther. That 
final withdrawal, so like that of the elder Pulitzer, was to a series of 
yachts where the owner was truly a potentate. The same pressures 
that had driven him to San Diego, intensified by age and wavering 
health, drove him to the sea. To the sea, where he could die decently, 
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and proudly, surrounded not by family or friends, but by people on 
the payroll. 

In 1915, at the request of his sister, Miss Ellen Browning Scripps, 
E. W. made two attempts at autobiography. They are altogether 
wooden, and were plainly put down out of a sense of duty; Scripps 
was always much more at home with ideas than with personal narra- 
tive. Yet there were times when he felt strongly that his biography 
should be written and published. He even chose from among his em- 
ployees one biographer, but later cast him into exterior darkness be- 
cause his treatment of materials made available to him was "too 
conventional." His great fear was that a biographer would "select only 
that material which is creditable to me, and that which is conven- 
tionally respectable. ..." In his will he implied an embargo on the 
publication of his private papers until his grandchildren were grown. 

This time has been reached. It is the feeling of the Scripps grand- 
children, shared by the editor, that a useful first-person story can be 
put together from his unpublished autobiographical writings, his 
letters and his stream of disquisitions. Scripps felt, as did H. G. Wells, 
that any autobiographical work should be a research into a life rather 
than an apology for the subject's actions. That standard, plus the de- 
sire to provide an interesting narrative, has guided the editor in hand- 
ling the mass of unpublished material made available by the Scripps 
family. To provide a more or less connected narrative the material 
has been, of necessity, freely edited. 

Scripps really "wrote" almost nothing. In his creative period, he 
dictated everything, and his work shows both the virtues and defects 
of that method. It is readable and fast-paced. It has great vitality, al- 
though it lacks literary "quality." Like Henry James, Scripps on oc- 
casion got so wound up in his spoken periods that it is difficult to 
unravel his meaning. He seldom reviewed or corrected any of his 
writings. The process, not the result, was interesting. They were 
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something he had to get out of him; that was all. When he was writ- 
ing at Miramar he told his children, around table, what he was up to, 
and occasionally would read some of his writings to the family. Less 
frequently he would reach into an old black steel box where he kept 
his manuscripts heavily locked and declaim to some of his respected 
cronies like Clarence Darrow, Judge Ben B. Lindsay, or the young 
Max Eastman. Mostly, however, his writings were something said to 
secretaries, when the irritation to his active mind became so great that 
relief was imperative. 

Scripps did not commence serious writing until he was in his early 
fifties. His description of his youth in the Self -Portrait is that of a man 
already old very old, in his view. Agonized self-questionings evident 
in early letters ( in the 1870's ) to his sisters Annie and Ellen Browning, 
are lost in the recollection of the older man. As far as can be judged, 
he did not want them in the face he wished to show to his children 
and, inf erentially, to the public. It may be felt, without at all impugn- 
ing E. W/s honesty as an autobiographer, that he was rather less 
the Roaring Boy of his memory than a lonely, often callow, youth, 
fighting upstream against a hated humanity. Consider, for instance, 
his claim that he consumed for many years a gallon of whiskey a 
day a claim that finds no support either in the alcoholic studies made 
since his death, or in the experience of topers. But most men are more 
revealing in the exaggerations and untruths they tell about themselves 
than when speaking honestly. 

The Self-Portrait has confined itself as much as possible to Scripps 
himself. His relatives and associates enter only when they contribute 
to the development of his own story. E. W. Scripps fussed a good deal 
with economics, science and ranching, but of these things there is 
little here. The Self-Portrait is of a newspaperman and newspaper 
owner, and of his education. Scripps was incapable, by nature and in- 
h^ritance, of the cultivated ennui of his contemporary Henry Adams, 
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yet the American scene of the late nineteenth and early twentieth 
centuries forced similarly pessimistic conclusions on both these sharp- 
eyed observers. 

From his "retirement'* until his death, E. W. Scripps never relin- 
quished control of his concern, although he turned over its active 
management to his eldest son, James G., in 1908, and to his youngest 
son, Robert Paine Scripps, in 1920. He ran the whole show as an ab- 
sentee landlord, receiving at Miramar brief regular statements of the 
financial health of his dependencies. He issued occasional incisive 
ukases to liquidate an unsatisfactory venture, or to sharpen a policy 
gone dull by inattention, inertia or corruption. Yet his thinking was 
as far from that of a rentier as can be imagined. Lincoln Steffens, in 
his Autobiography, reports a Scripps soliloquy: 

I'm a rich man, and that's dangerous, you know. But it isn't just the 
money that's the risk; it's the living around with other rich men. They get 
to thinking all alike, and their money not only talks, their money does their 
thinking too. I come off here on these wide acres at Miramar to get away 
from my sort; to get away from the rich. So I don't think like a rich man. 
I think more like a left labor galoot. . . . They talk about the owner of 
newspapers holding back his editors. It's the other way with me. I get me 
boys, bright boys, from the classes that read my papers; I give them the 
editorship and the management, with a part interest in the property, and, 
say, in a year or so, as soon as the profits begin to come in, they become 
conservative and I have to boot them back into their class, and even then- 
corruption? Yes, but it's they that corrupt me and my papers, those bright 
boys from off the streets. 

To keep the boys straight he aimed bullets at their heads, in the 
form of letters of advice that were as to-the-point as a police warrant. 
One of these is included in this volume. 

The Scripps will gave majority ownership and complete control 
of a world-wide newspaper barony to Robert, the only living son of 
E, W. Scripps. Robert died in 1938 (like his father, on a yacht in the 
middle of the ocean, distant from the product he sold). Ownership 
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and control then passed to the six children of Robert, where it now 
resides. Eventually the properties will be divided among the children 
of these children. Scripps made it clear beyond doubt that, until the 
expiration of the trust he created, he intended his legatees to accept 
full and final responsibility for every word that went into a Scripps 
paper, or over a Scripps wire, or into a Scripps clipsheet. He said to 
them: "Your business is peddling words to people; but they must be 
the right words, and not the words of rich men talking to the other 
rich." He left his grandchildren a huge amorphous body of historical, 
hortatory and even "inspirational" writing, to insure the continued 
life of the policies that made his papers rich and respected. 

Since the death of the founder there has been a growing tendency 
on the part of his legatees to hand over control of the words they sell 
to "those bright boys from off the streets." Today an aggressive man- 
agement makes policy along lines that would have horrified the 
founder "their money does their thinking too." This policy is ratified 
by a supine and largely indifferent ownership. Such third-generation 
capitulation to the boys who carry the hod is not unknown in other 
trust-ridden American business enterprises. It is very nearly custo- 
mary when receipts run over ten million dollars annually. Its appear- 
ance in the Scripps organization has led some employees to the wry 
observation that the founder ought to be called "Whirling Ed," 

All his life E. W. Scripps carried on a kind of guerilla warfare 
against his advertisers, the men who supplied most of the capital with 
which to put out his newspapers. More than a quarter century before 
Marshall Field's PM appeared in New York, Scripps was publishing 
a midget daily in Chicago that refused to carry advertising. For his 
own reasons, Scripps kept from the public the fact that he backed the 
paper financially. A staff that included reporter Carl Sandburg kept 
the Day Book on the streets for six years, until World War I killed it. 
At the time of his death he was planning another ad-less paper. To 
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some of his friends he voiced the hope that he would live long enough 
to see twenty such Scripps papers published in this country. 

Scripps' public fame is almost microscopic, in relation to his size, 
vitality, and contribution to American journalism. This is pretty much 
the way he wanted it. He was an extraordinarily articulate man; yet 
the editor has been unable to find among his papers anything pub- 
lished under his signature in any organ less ephemeral than a daily 
newspaper. There is precious little of that, even. There exist two biog- 
raphies by old associates and employees, Gilson Gardner and Negley 
Cochran. Scripps and what he stood for in journalism, are today al- 
most forgotten by those who once knew, and unknown to thousands 
of younger men of the present-day working press. 

Yet his unpublished utterance was copious. He invented a self- 
conscious art form he called the "disquisition/ 7 A Scripps disquisition 
might deal with the habits of rattlesnakes, the course and nature of 
socialism, the kind of edible berries he knew in his Illinois childhood; 
or it might moot heredity vs. environment, or be a letter to his sons, 
pregnant with advice. The disquisition was somewhere between an 
interior monologue and a Manchester Guardian leader. It is some- 
times autobiographical, sometimes the impaling of an absurdity, 
sometimes getting an elusive set of disparate facts secured beneath 
the bell jar of his will. Sometimes it is a questing into the infinite. It is 
an often contradictory form, because Scripps was trying nothing less 
ambitious than to find a new way of thinking. His distrust of what he 
heard and read was limitless. He plainly disliked the way other people 
figured things out, and thought he could do better. Two real literary 
enthusiasms were Thorstein Veblen and Count Alfred Korzybski. He 
liked their agnosticism about formal logic the neat and ordered 
marching of major premise into minor premise into conclusion. 

Yet, despite Miramar and the yachts and a breastplate of cynicism, 
he could not rid himself altogether of the disquieting waves of feeling 
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that sweep over the life of reason. The disquisitions have ringing affir- 
mations that William Jennings Bryan could have shouted next to un- 
certainties Pilatean in character. Often, like the unfortunate Roman 
colonial administrator, Scripps would not wait for answer. 

This gives a schizoid character to his utterance. He had two mu- 
tually exclusive bulkheads of sentiment. There was what he wrote his 
editors and told his children. This was the official credo that was 
needed to maintain the elan of his concern, that good in himself that 
he wanted to give to the people and the country he shunned. On the 
other hand, there was the private thing, the quest for straight think- 
ing, that fidelity to what has been given you and what you can put 
out, that can only be called integrity. His editors and the people of the 
United States had to believe in the voracity of capitalists, the well- 
deep virtue of the workingman, the abiding economic morality play 
featuring the Big Bad and the Good Little. But for E. W. Scripps per- 
sonally it could not be that simple. The cynicisms of a hard-bought 
culture, the enervations of a busy and largely tragic life, and above all, 
that hot pursuit of straight thinking, left these cheerful intellectual 
certainties far behind. The "vigorous" journalist can only see one side 
of a public question. The good "reporter" is supposed to see two. But 
there are always some few in the business to whom every question is 
a many-faceted quartz, never twice the same to the searching eye. 
Early in the game, Scripps lost the power to write cogent newspaper 
copy. He found he no longer had the ability to cartoon issues, so essen- 
tial to the practicing journalist. 

The Self-?ortrait y as a consequence, is filled with alternations of 
rotund faith and hollow doubt. But the doubt is less credible than the 
faith, in the long run, since the faith was made public and the doubt 
kept private. His newspapers were always, in season and out of sea- 
son, for the laboring man and against the employer. The prevailing 
system was bad and had to be harried ceaselessly. His baiting of the 
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accepted, the conventionally respectable, was bred in the bone. This 
despite the private doubt of the author and chief propagator of the 
policy. "Consistency/' Scripps would bellow, "is a crime.'* 

In his own view, E. W. Scripps was clearly an able man, an influ- 
ential man, even clearly a good man; yet he often chose to portray 
himself as a bit of a bounder. He could address to imaginary young 
reporters out of a mood of profound discontent these words : 

If the owner of your paper is a gentleman and your immediate chief is 
a gentleman, it is probable that you will be working on a newspaper that 
is to have a short life. . . . Why, journalism is big business, pure and simple. 

Yet in 1924, in his final legacy to his son, Robert P., to whom he be- 
queathed sole personal trusteeship of the Scripps interests, lie could 
say: 

I repeat now what I told you when I first launched you on your career: 
that I would prefer that you should succeed in being in all things a gentle- 
man, according to the real meaning of the word, than that you should 
vastly increase the money value of my estate. 

Being a gentleman, you cannot fail to devote your whole mind and 
energy to the service of the plain people, who constitute the vast majority 
of the people of the United States. 

And he repeatedly laid down this trinity of rules for his editors: 
Do no business except at a profit. Violate none of the Ten Command- 
ments. Always serve the interest of the poor and the working classes. 

The writings from which this Self -Portrait has been drawn extend 
from 1906 to 1925. Since Scripps's thinking was so much of a piece 
during this time it has been seldom found necessary, for the purpose 
of this narrative, to situate the writings chronologically. When nec- 
essary it has been done by placing the year of writing in parentheses. 

In the decade before his death, Scripps had several disappointing 
flirtations with biographers and autobiography. His story would not 
get itself told the way he wanted it. Yet he was not lacking in ideas 
about how it should be told. He never ceased to believe there was a 
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good story hidden in his forty years' accumulation of business corre- 
spondence, disquisitions, letters to working editors, legal records and 
autobiographical fragments. (One of the main reasons for the pains- 
taking accumulation was to provide that story.) In 1922 he reviewed 
the mass of his writings, and his life itself. He found the writings 
"valuable human documents." Of his life: "I am led to believe there is 
but very little difference between my life's career and that of the 
meanest and most ignorant, and that of the wisest and most generous 

of men " He desired that anyone who wrote of him should, above 

all, treat him as an organism, as a whole organism-' primarily psycho- 
logically, secondarily what we call morally, and incidentally biologi- 
cally/' He told an aspiring biographer: 

To the physiologist the mouth is no more respectable than the anus. To 
the biographer the meanest and wickedest deed of his subject is no less 
characteristic than the loftiest and noblest of his deeds-and no more so. 

... It is my belief that the true story of such a career as mine (or the 
true story of any other man whose Hfe work has been mean and lowly, or 
great and courageous) would if it was universally known, be a great 
stimulant. 

There have been no great or strong personalities that have been form- 
ative of my character. There have been no great emergencies that have pre- 
sented unusual opportunities or great difficulties to overcome. There have 
been no examples to follow. The man in the case has been neither undered- 
ucated nor overeducated, neither well-born nor lowly born. He has been 
neither brave nor a coward. All his writings prove the mediocrity of his 
mental equipment. All of the latter that he has obtained has been the re- 
sult of his own effort-effort directed nowhither and for no purpose. Even 
the instincts, pride and vanity-call them ambition-have been slight forces. 

There are millions of boys and young men in this country today who are 
no whit less well equipped for accomplishment than your subject. WilHam 
James says in one of his essays, "Any man can do anything he wants to do 
if he wants to do it bad enough." That means to say that those men who 
have not accomplished greatly are not only those who would rather dream 
than think, but those who would rather loaf than labor. 
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For permission to engage in this undertaking the editor is indebted 
to Mrs. Margaret C. Hawkins, widow of Robert P. Scripps, and to 
Charles E. Scripps, grandson of E. W. Scripps and chairman of the 
E. W. Scripps Trust. Even greater is the indebtedness to my wife, 
Margaret Scripps McCabe, who got the idea in the first place. 

C. R. McCABE 
Miramar, California 
August, 1948 
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Damned Old Crank 



A Self-Portrait ofE. W. Scripps 



A Damned Old Crank 



IN 1909 a notorious spiritualist came to San Diego and for several 
days did a thriving business exchanging guesses for the dollars of 
the credulous. My oldest son, Jim, was just breaking into business in 
a serious way, and was pretty anxious just then to find out when a 
business boom was going to set in again and the revenues of our busi- 
ness increase. He went to consult the faker. 

It didn't occur to Jim that on account of his own peculiarly large 
stature, strength of body and habits of dress, coupled with the fact 
that he was the son of a man who was locally conspicuous, it would 
be very easy for him to be "tipped-oflT to the faker long before he got 
from the anteroom to the sanctum. 

Jim told me something about the interview, but very little. He did 
tell me how the faker characterized me, his subject's father. Said the 
faker, "Your father is a crank. In fact, he is a damned old crank." 

There are some truths about a man that he does not like to hear, 
but there are also some truths about himself which are neither un- 
pleasant nor uninstructive. The word "crank" is used to define the 
character of a man who does not think and act in exactly the same 
way as the universality of his fellow men. 



Damned Old'Crank 

I am fully entitled, I feel, to the name of "crank" and I have no 
fault to find with being called an "old crank." As I am almost uni- 
versally judged to be peculiar, I am condemned as a crank. I am 
sorry that I am a crank and I am sorry that I am old, and I am sorry 
that I am condemned as a crank, because if people lived or acted as 
I do, I believe the world would be a better world. If all people thought 
and acted as I do, then I would no longer be a crank, and hence 
people would not pass such judgment on me. 

It is very unfortunate for the world that I am a damned crank. It is 
unfortunate for me that I am an old crank, and that I am old at all. 
You see, I am sorry for everybody, including myself. 

Wherein am I exposed to the public in the matter of my crankiness? 
There are some things about me that are visible to everybody who 
knows me. These are some of them: 

I wear a full beard when nearly everybody else shaves clean; to 
that extent, I am willing to appear like a man, and do not, like my 
fellows, make myself look like a girl. 

I wear long boots, and I wear my pants in my boots, and because 
they are pants not "trousers" I give further evidence of being 
cranky, since most men who are as rich as I am call their lower gar- 
ments "trousers." I have several good reasons for wearing boots, and 
wearing them in the way that I do. One of them is that it is easier to 
get them on and off. By wearing my boots in this fashion I am en- 
tirely free from the pest of fleas. I live in the country and tramp over 
rough ground and through brush and high grass, and by wearing my 
boots in this manner, I am saved the annoyance of getting my shoes 
full of loose dirt, pebbles, and sticlcy things from the grass and brush. 
But the main and great reason is that by protecting my ankles and the 
lower part of my legs from exposure to the cold air I frequently avoid 
taking cold, and because of this trick of mine I do not suffer half as 
much from colds as do some men who wear low shoes. 
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I am also cranky in the matter of the rest of my wearing apparel, as 
all my life I have been too busy with other things of importance to 
look after my dress much. 

I have another cranky symptom: I am a busy man. I haven't much 
time to waste, and while I am walking I walk fast to save time. When 
I am driving horses I drive them on the run, and now in these days of 
automobiles, I get the biggest, and strongest, and fastest, and most 
durable that is to say, the most expensive machines so that I can 
get over the ground fast and waste but very little time waiting for my 
chauffeur to patch up a weak, easily crippled machine. 

I never go to church or to the theater, or attend any social func- 
tions, nor do I listen to public political speeches, nor do I sit on the 
bleachers watching other men exercise themselves with baseball and 
football. I do not hunt or play golf. I am really not interested in any of 
these affairs and I have not time to be. But I play poker, just like 
common people do, so that in one respect, at least, I am not a crank. 
At poker I am an average loser, and therein I am like other people and 
no crank. 

Around the poker table all men are equal in every other respect 
than the capacity to play the game. The boy and the octogenarian; the 
millionaire and the adventurer; the gentleman, the rogue; the society 
king and the bummer (providing the bummer has a roll) all become 
adversaries, one against all the others, and there is no distinction be- 
tween the players other than that of the big and the little stack 
of chips. 

Of course, a game of poker is a game of life. He who knows the 
world, and especially he who knows the business world, can better 
determine the character the mental qualities of another man at the 
poker table in an hour, than he can anywhere else in a year. 

For a period of about twenty-five years I consumed daily enough 
whiskey to keep three or four men drunk all the time. I broke the 
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habit when I was in middle age. During the period when I drank 
about a gaEon of whiskey a day, I was seldom actually drunk, in the 
way that word is actually understood. But then, I was seldom sober 
either. 

Although a highly successful businessman, I have never in my life 
kept a set of books. I don't know anything about bookkeeping. In 
fact, I regard the usual bookkeeper and the usual set of books kept by 
businessmen as an intolerable and unbearable nuisance, and a handi- 
cap to business. 

I am a crank in another respect: I am a successful businessman and 
yet I know nothing about anybody else's business but my own. I am a 
businessman; yet I spend most of my time on my farm or my ranch. 
I am a businessman, and yet the chief part of my life's energies has 
been devoted to the thoroughly unbusinesslike practice of library 
reading. For every hour I have devoted to my business I have devoted 
at least three hours to literature, and on subjects entirely foreign to 
my own or any other kind of business. This peculiarity of mine, even 
if I had no other distinguishing marks, would well entitle me to be 
called a crank. 

One reason why it has been so easy for such an all-around chump 
as I arn to make money has been that I have never yet invested any 
money in anything that my neighbors and acquaintances didn't judge 
to be fool ventures. I have had all the advantages of being able to get 
a good start before imitators began to compete with me. 

I have always been a joke and butt for ridicule, and I am today. 

Give a man a reputation for being a first-class fool and then even 
with second- or third- or fourth-rate abilities he will have easy sailing. 

The loneliness of my life is great. I am hated by the rich for being 
a renegade, and I am hated by the poor for being rich. I am not wise 
enough or learned enough to be an acceptable member in the high- 
brow club. I have learned too many things to make me a comfortable 
companion of the man in the field, on the street, and in the shop. 
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I sometimes think I do not know the real meaning of the word 
friendship. Perhaps I have never been able to sense the thing. I have 
felt a tremendous interest in many individuals. I have admired some 
of these, and have even respected a few. Yet I think my chief interest 
in my acquaintances has been that of observing and studying them, in 
noting the underplay of inheritance and environment in the develop- 
ment of each individual. I have obtained considerable satisfaction in 
watching the effect of causes. How a certain man of my acquaintance 
will submit to a certain stimulant is a question I have always been 
asking myself. Needless to say, I have often attempted to apply this 
stimulant in order to discover results. 

Most rich men like to spend money acquiring reputations for being 
great lovers of humanity; that is to say philanthropists. They seek 
fame and notoriety. I am a crank because I don't want the reputation 
for being good or being wise, or any sort of reputation at all. I have 
so little respect for humanity that I place small value on the respect or 
admiration or affection of any human being; in fact, I do not respect 
myself or make any effort to win or keep my own self-respect Every 
wise man will admit that I am perfectly right in the low value I place 
upon fame; that is to say, the respect, the admiration, the love of any- 
thing so wretched as a human being. Nevertheless, it is a fact that 
these men who coincide with me in judgment on the matter are them- 
selves cranks. 

I am one of the few newspapermen who happen to know that this 
country is populated by ninety-five per cent of plain people, and that 
the patronage of even plain and poor people is worth more to a news- 
paper owner than the patronage of the wealthy five per cent. So I 
have always run my business along the line of least resistance and for 
the greatest profit, and because I have made money more easily than 
any other newspaper publisher ever did, and made more than all but 
a few other publishers, I am odd and cranky. 

I am likewise cranky in this. First, above all people, I love my wife; 
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next I love myself and take care of my own material and spiritual 
comfort; next in the order of my affections come my children; beyond 
these I love the whole line of my posterity that will extend generation 
after generation into the future. Now, I have provided for my wife 
every comfort and happiness that I think she is capable of enjoying. 
Personally I possess a home, in fact two homes, that are so nearly 
what I want that I would not exchange either of them for any other 
residence. I possess more wealth than I need. Beyond this, I own suf- 
ficient property to leave my children wealthy when I die perhaps too 
wealthy for their own good. Now, I have provided for wife, self and 
children; what other motive of affection will move me? The only part 
of my family that I have not provided for is my unborn posterity. 

What can I do for posterity? I can do my best to make the world a 
better world for them to live in, and particularly to make my country 
a more enjoyable place for them. Owing to my peculiarly fortunate or 
unfortunate situation in life there is nothing left for me to do except 
to work for an unborn posterity. Hence, my occupation is an odd 
one and because it is odd I am a crank yes, a damned old crank. If 
I wasn't old I would have greater need of my services to make life 
enjoyable for myself, but being old and nearly done with life there is 
very little more for me to do for myself, 

(It is only too evident from the above that I have one element in my 
character that is common and is universal I have vanity 1 This whole 
essay is nothing but one long holler of boast, no matter what other 
virtues it may have in the matters of truthfulness and suggested 
philosophy. ) 

There is a story of a wealthy man who had retired from the hurly- 
burly of the world to a home in the outskirts of a village in the New 
England mountains. The only occupation of this man was to minister 
to the welfare of the neighboring community, collectively and indi- 
vidually. His whole life seemed to be one of service* 
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He was once asked why he never came in contact with the persons 
he served, why he continued to live alone in his big house on the hill. 
"Oh, M he replied, "I love human beings well enough to die for them. 
But I do not think I love them enough to live with them." 

I often think of this man, this crank. I believe he was a real 
character. I believe I thoroughly understand his attitude. I cannot 
truthfully say that I have ever felt a warm glow of pleasure at meet- 
ing any man or woman whom I had known in the past or who was, 
for the time being, on intimate terms with me. 

For a long time I have been taking stock of myself, or rather, of my 
institution. By analysis I discovered that my institution represents 
1/10,000 of all the wealth in the United States. By analysis, I have 
found that I am one of the thousand richest men in the United States. 

I have learned the political power, and the something-more-than- 
political power let us call it social power of my institution. 

By reason of its good repute and, I venture to say, wise conduct, it 
has won such a position of power in this country that if there were 
ninety-nine other men placed as I am that is to say, holding an equal 
amount of power each of these men holding other stationssay, on 
the bench, or as great political leaders, as scientific men, or what not 
with the whole hundred of us acting together we could, and would, 
rule this country, absolutely. 

My conceit has gone so far as to cut this number in half. 

This being the case and I claim it to be the case I count that I am 
at least two per cent responsible for all that is good or ill in the 
management of this great nation. 

Having in myself so great a power for good or evil, I have not been 
able to disabuse my mind, much as I have sought to do so, of the 
idea that a very grave responsibility is at present resting upon my 
shoulders, and soon enough is to be resting upon the shoulders of my 
successor or successors. 
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I have no right to any of these things that I possess, either wealth 
or political influence, unless I am both able and anxious to bear full 
responsibility. 

My conceit does not weigh me down oppressively. It causes me no 
loss of sleep, and perhaps not enough heartburning and anxiety. 

(It has been shown that in the recent national election of 1916 
when Woodrow Wilson defeated Charles Evans Hughes, my person- 
ality, as exhibited through the instrument I had created, had had a 
greater influence in deciding who should be president than had the 
combined force of thousands, and even tens of thousands, of other 
individuals, This being the case, acting as an individual through 
society, I had placed myself in a position of great power and in- 
fluence, and even authority, in and over the nation.) 

I am morally certain that there are not living today one hundred 
men in the United States who have built up as large a business 
institution as my own. 

The purpose of the Scripps newspaper institution never was, never 
should be, and never can be to run newspapers or other businesses 
for the purpose of making money. The foundation principle of this 
institution, as far as money goes, has been, is, and must be to make 
money in order to perform a great and increasingly greater public 
service. 

For thirty years and more I have watched and studied the great 
and popular newspaper, the immediate and the future effect of its 
teaching. I believe that few people aside from myself have any idea 
of the tremendous, the almost invincible power and force of the daily 
press. I am one of those who believe that at least in America the 
press rules the country; it rules its politics, its religion, its social 
practice. I believe that if all the newspaper editors of the United 
States were of one mind on any one matter on what the public ought 
to do, and if they had the courage of their convictions, it would only 
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be a question of a short time before the nation as a whole would think 
as these editors think and do that which these editors think it ought 
to do. 

Yet so great a crank am I that I constantly doubt the assumptions 
on which my whole life has been built I sometimes think that I am 
only one of the blind leading the blind. 

By degrees, some years ago, I lost my facility to write matter for 
my own papers which would attract the attention and the interest of 
my public. 

I had become afflicted with a capacity to see not only both sides, 
but many sides, of the various questions in which the public was 
interested. I lost many of my convictions. It became difficult for me 
to be a partisan of any man or any principle. I never lost my emotional 
characteristics. My instincts of sympathy were constantly running 
counter to my reasoning. My instincts prompted me to take one 
course of action. My reason prompted me to take the reverse attitude. 
I grew to doubt the correctness of my own reasoning. Logic was no 
guide to me because logic has to depend, not upon proved facts, 
but upon hypotheses. And hypotheses are only assumptions, as likely 
to be wrong as right. Statistics may be used to prove anything. So can 
logic. But I was a journalist and committed to my calling. 

I determined to submit to pure instinct as my guide. I willingly 
submitted myself to a course guided by instinct. 

But I became unable to write effectively for the public on subjects 
in which the people were interested and this becausewell, because, 
perhaps, I knew too much of the fallibility of my instincts. I became 
dependent upon others to do the writing for my papers. The success 
of my journals depended upon the good will of my constituency. 
Therefore, I deliberately selected men to write for my papers and 
to edit themwhose instincts, whose motives, were identical with 
those that were my own during my youth. 
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I did not choose as my editors and writers men who had similar 
knowledge to or more knowledge than myself. I recognized, in fact, 
that not only is a little knowledge a dangerous thing for a journalist, 
but a great deal of knowledge is also dangerous. A great deal of 
knowledge on the part of an editor is not a good thing for the news- 
paper business! 

I admit there was a period of several years during which my mind 
was greatly confused. During this period I thoroughly suspected 
myself of being a hypocrite. I felt that perhaps I was only playing 
the game, and that for a selfish purpose. In time I began to realize 
that, after all, the duty of a journalist was not so much to be a leader 
of the people but to be a witness whose duty was to tell the truth, 
the whole truth and nothing but the truth and leave the people to 
weigh the evidence and decide for themselves what was right and 
what was wrong. 

I was once a democrat, a believer in democracy. I believed that the 
best government should be that which depended on the popular vote. 
In time I began to doubt this. One reason why I am so hopeless and so 
pessimistic about the practicability of democracy is that my own 
observations have taught me that it is impossible for any man to 
be burdened with wealth, office or prestige without losing nearly 
all sympathy with the proletariat and without losing all of his 
democracy. 

When I was a young man I hated the capitalists as much as ever 
did a follower of Karl Marx. Later when I discovered I was a capital- 
istI discovered I was a millionaire in 18951 confronted an em- 
barrassing situation. I had to justify myself. The way of my justifi- 
cation was this: I assumed and proved to my own satisfaction that 
every capitalist had been elected to his position just as much as any 
political ruler had been elected. 

I argued that I and other capitalists had never had any power to 
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compel any man to work for us against his will. Nor had we ever had 
the power to compel other capitalists, large or small, to place in our 
keeping, through stocks and bonds, their capital. The money and 
the labor that the capitalist gathers together to serve his interests 
is freely and voluntarily offered to him. 

The workingman, to whose service I always consider it my duty 
to devote myself, has, to a large extent by my advice and prompting, 
organized into a great and powerful army that is using its power to 
affect politics and industry. The workingman, because he has been 
a workingman, is necessarily ignorant in matters political and eco- 
nomic. Being ignorant, he is self-confident and knows naught oif his 
power vastly to injure himself as well as all of his fellows in the 
nation. 

While I suppose there are really no capitalists who want to 
destroy labor, there are many laborers who want to destroy capital, 
although perhaps the majority of laborers are too indifferent to their 
own welfare to have any thoughts on the future of capital. 

Too many capitalists really wish to, and are striving to, reduce 
labor to the position of practically dependent slaves. And there are 
too many capitalists who are unable to comprehend that their own 
existence depends upon the support of willing labor. 

To what extent have I contributed to this class warfare? Have I 
not, in conjunction with others, overdone things in the matter of 
inciting labor to organize and unite and become strong? And to what 
extent have we inspired labor to make unreasonable and impossible 
demands? 

Have I not been really a demagogue? Not in the worst sense of 
the word. Not for selfish and personal reasons, but through ignorance 
and thoughtlessness. A fool philanthropist may do more harm than 
the most unprincipled egoist. 

But 'Thirds of a feather flock together." Once I was a poor man and 
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hated the capitalists. Now I am a capitalist and I see the other side 
of the question. 

But I am no more sure that my bias today is to be depended upon 
than I am that my bias of a generation and a half ago was wrong. 

I am still blind. I am unfitted to lead. 

Can I even depend upon myself to be a fair witness on the stand: 
one capable of telling the truth, the whole truth and nothing but 
the truth? 

Yet no matter how rich I was, or how doubtful, there was never a 
time when I told my editors and my sons anything other than: the 
job of my newspapers is, and must continue to be, to serve the 
interests of the working class above everything else. 

Was there ever such a damned old crank? 
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Independence for a Penny 



A PENNY MARKED the turning point in my career. 
It was an English penny. One of those big, heavy, copper disks. 

Who was I and what was I that a penny should have made so 
much of me, so much of happiness and misery for me? The answer 
is simple. I was nobody at all. That is to say, nobody that anybody 
else would consider anybody. 

It was early in the spring of 1878 that the penny began its magic 
work. Where? At a crossing of Oxford Road in London not more than 
a few hundred yards from Marble Arch. 

I was not quite twenty-four years of age. I was lodging at a small 
house opposite the house where my grandfather, once publisher of 
the London Literary Gazette, lived. My father and most of my uncles 
and aunts were born there. 

I was a farm boy from the middle lands of the Mississippi Valley, 
in England as a traveling companion of my brother George, who was 
fifteen years older than myself, Earlier that year in Detroit George 
met with a misadventure in one of his erotic pursuits. I found it was 
going to take some time to close the case, and advised George he 
had better calculate on staying away from Detroit for six months or 
a year. 
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I suggested that he make a trip to England. Through the death of 
one of his aunts there, he had recently inherited about a thousand 
pounds. His trip to collect this inheritance would be a plausible 
enough excuse for his absence from the Detroit News, where we were 
both then employed by my eldest brother James. 

George was reluctant about undertaking the trip alone. Finally he 
proposed that, if I would go along with him, we could have a six 
months' trip and he would bear all the expenses. That looked good 
to me, and I accepted the proposition. I turned over my office as city 
editor to my successor, and arranged for money and traveling ex- 
penses, so that, in a few days, we were off for New York, where we 
took a ship for England. 

My brother, like myself, had been a farmer's boy. He laid the 
foundation of his own fortune as a farmer. He was past thirty-five 
years of age when James and I induced him to join us in Detroit to 
go into the newspaper business. On the News he had prospered. 

As city editor I was not only earning a fair-sized salary but I had 
established a little business of my own from which I got an income 
several times larger than my newspaper salary. I was not a poor boy. 
In fact, I was well enough able to travel on my own hook. But like 
a great many other men of my race and family I was thrifty. To 
enjoy this trip abroad at the expense of another was attractive. 

Now George was extremely averse to tipping hotel servants, rail- 
way porters, cabmen, etc. He knew nothing of the manners and 
customs of hotels and restaurants. Perhaps he had never given a 
tip to a hotel servant or a Pullman porter in his life. I doubt if he 
ever rode on a Pullman car until I joined him to make this trip to 
Europe. I knew the earnings received by English servants were either 
small or nil sometimes, even, the servants paid to get their jobs 
and their earnings consisted almost entirely of tips. 

No sooner had we arrived at Liverpool than a very embarrassing 
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situation arose. My brother would bargain for and select the hotel 
rooms (always the cheapest) and it was he who paid the bills. It was 
he who neglected to tip the boots, the chambermaid, the waiter and 
the porter. The payment of even moderate tips involved consider- 
able outlay, perhaps not less than twenty or twenty-five per cent 
of our hotel bills. These I paid covertly. Perhaps because of the very 
meagerness of the tips that I could afford to pay, the hotel servants 
would generally waylay us at our departure, making the pretense 
that something was still due them. I was able to pass through them 
and look them in the face unashamed, something that I could never 
do under any other conditions. 

There was one class of people that George hated more than any 
other, and they were the London street sweepers. That was the very 
class of people that had the biggest pull on my sympathies. 

On a certain morning in the very early spring of 1878 my brother 
and I left our lodgings for a walk toward the City. When we came 
to Oxford Street we found it covered with mud slush. All over the 
city where there were street crossings, the sweepers had their stations, 
and with their coarse brooms swept a path form one side of the street 
to the other. They kept it pretty clean. Not everyone tipped these 
street sweepers, but everybody who was somebody did slip them a 
small tip, probably a penny or halfpenny. And I considered myself 
somebody. 

George was always diffident and backward. In passing through a 
crowd he would always fall behind to let me elbow a passage through. 
In fact, wherever we went, instead of walking abreast of me, he 
would always follow a step or two behind. 

It happened that day I did not have any halfpennies in my pocket, 
but I had a number of pennies and, as I passed a sweeper, I handed 
him one. My brother observed it. No sooner had we crossed the 
street than he hurried up to me and commenced to scold me for 
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throwing money away. He thought the penny had come from the 
common purse, which was really his purse. Then and there, as we 
were walking along Oxford Road, we had a quarrel. We went into 
a full discussion of the tipping system. I told him a man who went 
into a hotel and did not tip the waiters could be compared to a man 
who employed a servant and defrauded him of his wages. 

I was very sore. In the afternoon I broke away from George and 
returned to my lodgings. I sat in our parlor ruminating that even a 
few weeks spent in Europe under these conditions would be intoler- 
able. George came back later, and he too was sulky and angry. 

I abused him again for his meanness and his stinginess and pointed 
out to him that it would be impossible for me to continue the trip 
with him if he continued in his conduct. 

"Well, what are you going to do about it. Who's got the money, 
and how are you going to get home?" he asked, and laughed 
sardonically. 

Then for the first time I told him that I had prepared myself before 
leaving America for any emergency that might arise, and that I had 
several hundred dollars of my own sewed up in my vest pocket, quite 
sufficient to carry me back. 

He became a little scared when he saw that I was determined, and 
that I was not merely threatening him. He had not yet collected his 
legacy. He had to go some distance from London down to Bristol 
where he was to present his claim. To make the long trip back alone 
was more than he could endure. 

I even went so far as to tell him that I was a gentleman and pro- 
posed to act like a gentleman under all circumstances, and that, as 
a gentleman, I could not refuse to pay for the services of servants, 
and to give small alms to the needy. I stated my intention of breaking 
the trip off right then and there and going home. 

When George saw that I was really angry, he immediately began 
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to placate me. He acknowledged his weakness and that it was a 
weakness, and said it was the result of his early days on the farm, 
when thrift was necessary. 

I told him I was not going to sacrifice my independence for the 
sole purpose of inheriting the biggest fortune that he could ever hope 
to make. I told him that unless he agreed to the proposal I would 
make, I would leave London immediately for home. 

In the end George agreed to let me have whatever money I wanted 
on the trip. He would take my note for the same, and accept payment 
at some later time. We roughly estimated our expenses of the trip 
up to the point of our quarrel, and one-half was charged to me and 
one-half to George. After that, though I was to disburse the money 
for the two of us, I was to charge him with half of any of our joint 
expenses. This would leave me free to spend whatever I chose. There- 
after, for the several months that we were together, George made it a 
point himself to tip, and tip fairly liberally wherever we went, and 
that out of his own pocket 

But after it all I felt greatly mortified about what had occurred. I 
have been in London a number of times but I never saw the sun shine 
more than one or two days. I loathed the town, its fogs, and especially 
its streets crowded with the poor miserable human beings who con- 
stituted probably not less than ninety-eight per cent of the total 
population. Vice was not only rampant but public. The sights in the 
public parks of London were horrible, Before I had gone to London 
I had read Dante's Inferno, and there had been .nothing in Dante's 
description of Hell that was more loathsome to me than the sights 
I could see in London. I wanted to get out of the city. 

The evening of the quarrel over the penny, and after our dinner, 
I went out alone to walk on Brook Street. Brook Street was then, and 
is now, I suppose, one of the fashionable streets of London. I think 
it led into Portland Square. I frequently took my after-dinner walk 
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on this street, smoking my cigar. During these walks, and during a 
great deal o this European trip, I was considering deeply my own 
case: what goal in life I should seek, what attitude I should take 
toward society and its conventions, by what road I should arrive at 
that eminence which I had so long dreamed of. 

The London season was on. I found the sidewalk partially blocked. 
There was a carpet laid down the steps of one of the houses out to 
the curb. A long string of carriages was parked along the other side 
of the road, and other carriages were rolling up to the house, dis- 
charging their occupants. When the carriage stopped, the footman 
would swing down from his seat, open the door of the carriage, and 
stand in respectful attention until the ladies and gentlemen had 
descended. Then he would close the door, and the coachman would 
drive off and take his stand at some by-point. The footman would 
join the little clots of other footmen who stood on both sides of the 
steps leading up to the house. 

I stopped for some time to observe tie proceedings. My attention 
was first fixed entirely upon the men and women who were getting 
out of the carriages. I studied them as well as I could under the bright 
lights that extended from the doorway to the curb. As they would 
climb the steps leading into the house, I could hear the servant 
receiving them and taking their names. Sometimes I could catch the 
names. I heard the names of several of the nobility. 

As I looked at the house, and at the crowd of carriages, and the 
incoming stream, I was filled with wonder as to where they could 
find room to stand, much less sit down. Then I saw that while some 
were coming, others were going. 

I studied the faces of the masters and mistresses of the footmen 
who were near me and I was struck with the insignificance of most 
of the men who got out of the carriages. Few of them had fine forms. 
Many were beyond middle age, and looked just like a lot of other 
fussy little Englishmen whom I had encountered in the shops and 
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on the streets. But where, oh, where! were the beautiful womenthe 
Ladies this and that, the countesses and marchionesses that I had 
read about in storybooks? I did not see a queenly woman among the 
whole bunch. I saw hardly what could be called a pretty girl. Male 
and female, old and young, they looked to me a rather measly, 
scrawny, ornery crowd. 

Later I began to give attention to their servants. These footmen 
that stood around, probably two or three score of them, were gener- 
ally tall, finely formed, good-looking young Englishmen. It was only 
when I heard them talk their vulgar cockney, and make vulgar and 
foul jests, that I could recognize in them the menials that they were. 

To my untrained eye a Western American boy, not yet twenty- 
four these men looked like fine fellows. Like gentlemen. I recog- 
nized their smart livery and their tall hats and cockades as badges 
of servitude; but still, they were remarkably well dressed. When I 
began to compare my own wearing apparel with theirs, I felt a 
distinct dissatisfaction with myself. When I compared my wearing 
apparel with that of the guests who were getting out of the carriages, 
I was even more humiliated, I was wearing a rather loud, light- 
colored, plaid sack suit with trousers to match. I had on a silk hat. 
I had a diamond stud in my shirt front. I was wearing yellow doeskin 
gloves, and I was carrying an ivory-topped cane of switch dimen- 
sions. In truth, I was what the English called a perfect "bounder." 
A young lady cousin of mine told me a few days before that I dressed 
like, and sometimes acted like, a cad. I became conscious that my own 
vulgarity was expressed in the curiosity I was showing, both in 
staring at strange people, and in communing with vulgar menials. 
But still, uppermost in my mind was this question: Were all of the 
servants fine, big-looking men, and all of the masters and mistresses 
either mangy, or scrawny, or ugly, or little, or sometimes all of these 
things together? 

Finally, I got by the crowd and continued my walk. Long that 
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night did I walk; past midnight, and well toward morning. I was 
thinking. I thought that I did not want to be a great man, if the price 
of greatness was going to be such a scandalous disfigurement of my 
physical person which would put me on an equality with these men 
getting out of the carriages. I thought that perhaps these men and 
women were what they appeared to be because of the lives they had 
to live as a result of the positions they held in the social world, or 
because of the lives that had been led by their fathers and mothers, 
and grandfathers and grandmothers, for many generations. I said to 
myself then, that if I ever did become a wealthy and great man, I 
would not permit my children to suffer deterioration in mind and 
body as the result of their father's state and position. But the question 
kept running through my mind as to what was the real difference 
between the men who stood on the sidewalk and those who walked 
on the velvet carpets in the mansion? I concluded that the whole 
difference was not at all heredity, but environment and position. 

I formulated in my own mind a theory that, to become a master of 
men, one should eschew all employment by other men, no matter how 
remunerating it might be. One must first be his own master and work 
for himself, and, as soon as possible, become the master and employer 
of other workmen. 

That night I also threw to the winds all of my former theory about 
real equality between men. That theory was based upon the idea of 
democracy in my own country. Regretfully, I abandoned this theory. 
Sadly I acknowledged to myself that the world was composed of a 
very small class of slave drivers and a very, very large class of slaves. 

If one man meets another under such conditions that he must either 
kill the other man or be killed, no matter what may be the natural 
instincts of the first man, how gentle a soul he has, how full his heart 
may be of love and kindness for all living things, he will, when the 
meeting comes, kill the other man if he can. 
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I was in this frame of mind on Brook Street. I had to be either one 
of the oppressed or one of the oppressors. I had to be either the master 
or the servant. I had to either take wages or give them. There came 
to my mind that night the saying of Jesus Christ, It is more blessed 
to give than to receive. I translated this saying into another one, It 
is more profitable to give wages, than to receive them. 

I slept most of that day, going to bed after dawn. In the evening 
after our supper I informed George that I was going to Paris as 
quickly as I could, to locate our lodgings and wait for him until 
he came. 

During the three or four weeks I was in London with George, I 
traveled on foot and on the rooftops of the London busses, and 
occasionally in a hansom, over nearly all the city, at least over scores 
and scores of miles of the city's streets. I traversed the Thames by 
boat Being a very young tourist, I made a point of seeing most of 
the principal objects of interest that were mentioned in the guide- 
book. The things that interested me most, however, were the living 
things men, women and children. 

The guidebooks were mostly about antiquities. I was searching 
for the modern. I risked many adventures in Whitechapel and other 
slums, for the purpose of seeing night life as well as day life in those 
quarters. Always I was searching faces. Always I was making mental 
comparisons of these faces, not only one with the other, but those of 
one section of the city with those of another, and those of one social 
class with those of another. And the great masses of the composite 
physiognomy of the city with the great masses of the composite physi- 
ognomy of my own country, especially my then home city, Detroit. 

Galton did not, until thirty years later, invent the word "eugenics." 
I knew the word "heredity ? I do not believe I had ever heard the 
word "environment" used with a scientific significance. But, if I was 
in no way equipped with scientific terminology, I was thoroughly 
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organized as an observer, an investigator, an analyst. The lesson that 
kept repeating itself to me was: Men and women, their physical form, 
their mentality, their spirituality, were none of them matters of 
inheritance, but all of them developments, the consequence of forma- 
tive forces that began to bear on them after birth. It was decades 
later that I formulated, or had formulated for me, the phrase that it is 
"the job that makes the man." 

Everywhere in London I was looking for that face or that form, 
male or female, that would prove an exception to the rule. Nowhere 
among these millions of men and women did I find such. 

One evening between the hours of six and seven I was crossing 
London Bridge. It was at the time when the greatest tide of humanity 
set away from the City. There were comparatively f 6w other walkers 
going my way, while thousands and thousands of men and women 
were trudging forward, facing me. At times, the crowd was so dense 
that I could hardly elbow my way through it. I stopped at the bridge 
side occasionally, and hung onto a parapet in order to keep my 
position more securely. I asked a policeman if there was anything 
unusual going on to cause such a crowd. He replied that it was the 
same every working day. The same crowd. Except that in the morning 
they would be going one way, and in the evening the other. 

I pressed on and on until I arrived at some point near the middle 
of the bridge. I began to feel sick and weak and nauseated. The 
sight of so much humanity, the close contact with so much ugliness, 
misery, hopelessness, and dull blankness of vision, had oppressed me. 
I began to feel something like hysteria. I stopped at the bridge 
parapet. Clinging to it, I looked away from the crowd, and down at 
the river, eagerly sensing the breeze blowing up the river. I wanted 
to see no more of my fellow men, and said to myself: 

"I am fust one of these. I am one of these millions. All through 
England there are millions more. All the world is full of millions and 
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millions of men and women. All but a very, very few belong to the 
crowd, the rabble, that suffer poverty. Their minds are blank or 
almost blank. The little circles of the activities of each are infini- 
tesimally small. 

"When there are so many millions of us, what matters one of us, 
or a thousand of us, or a million of us, even? So many as a million 
could suddenly and instantly disappear in death, and not for an 
instant would their disappearance be noted, The crowds would be 
just as large, the press of humanity on humanity, if lightened at all, 
would be lightened only to an infinitesimal extent. What difference 
is there between me and any other man in this crowd? Under similar 
conditions, they would, each of them, have been my equal; under 
similar conditions of birth and rearing, I would have only been an 
equal of these. I had no part in causing even that small distinction 
between myself and any one of those who were pressing on me. It was 
not by my wiU that I was born where there were open fields. It was 
the result of no intention of mine that my birthplace was in a new 
country and a freer country than England. I can hardly credit myself 
for any of the movements, physical or mental, that I have made. 
Chance has given me some items of luck that it has denied these 
others." 

I had either not yet heard or not had reason to remember what 
was said by John Bradford when he saw a criminal being led to the 
gallows from the jail. "There, but for the grace of God, go I, John 
Bradford." But I clearly did appreciate the fact that, but for a lucky 
chance, I might have been one of those who were crowding past me. 

Often enough at night I had stood under the stars, gazing upward, 
humbled and awed, and overcome by the greatness, the awfulness, 
and the beauty of that little part I could see of the universe. Wan- 
dering in the wooded place near my boyhood home, I had been 
impressed by the solitude and quiet, and felt myself small. On the 
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river's brink, on the lake shore, facing the falls of Niagara, standing 
in the bow of a mighty ship plowing the Atlantic, listening to the 
trickle, the foar, the swish and lapping of the water, I had humbly 
meditated. 

But here I was, a mere drop in the great river of seething humanity. 
I was myself an intricate part of the waves and eddies of the stream 
itself, I felt a loathing for the whole species, including myself. 

I looked down at the water of the Thames. It was evening, and in 
the comparative dusk, the filthiness of the water was not apparent. 
But even if it had been, the filth of the water would have been cleanli- 
ness itself compared with the filth of this other stream in which I was 
involved. I yearned to throw myself over the parapet and in quick 
unconsciousness escape the realization of what I was and what all 
humanity was. 

I pressed on to the end of the bridge, entered a hansom, and 
ordered the driver to my apartment. I refused to look forward and 
outward. I closed my ears with the tips of my fingers, so that I could 
no longer hear or see any more people. On this homeward drive I 
resolved more than ever before to disassociate myself from the crowd, 
to climb up and out and over it, no matter by what means, even 
though crime itself and the worst of crime should form the rungs of 
the ladder which I felt I must climb. If not, I would commit suicide. 

I arrived in Paris sometime early in May, during the Paris Exposi- 
tion of 1878. 

Before leaving America I had arranged with the editor of the 
Detroit News to write letters from Europe at the rate of fifteen dollars 
per letter. The exposition was a perfect mine for copy. Before my 
quarrel with my brother I had written very little. Now I determined 
to earn all the money I could on my trip so that it would be easy for 
me to repay the money borrowed from my brother. (All my letters 
proved acceptable, and on my return after a six months* trip I found 
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due me eight hundred dollars, which turned out to be my share of 
the six months' trip.) 

I did another thing in Paris. I determined to cease to work for a 
salary or to depend upon little makeshifts for making money. I 
determined to be my own boss and run a newspaper of my own, 
subject to orders from no one. I had never been in the city of 
Cleveland, but that city was only a short distance from Detroit, where 
I first entered the news business. I knew the size of it and some of 
its character. I determined I would make rny first newspaper venture 
there. When my brother joined me a few days later, I told him of 
my object, and offered to take him into partnership on certain terms. 
The terms were that he was to furnish the money and leave me alone, 
and I was to furnish the brains and make us both rich. I started the 
paper in Cleveland two months later, but not as its controlling owner. 

On June 18, 1878, on my twenty-fourth birthday, I found myself 
in Rome. Naturally enough, considering my own peculiarities, I had 
not thought of the day as being my birthday. 

In the afternoon I left my brother at our hotel and started out for 
a stroll. I knew little of Rome as I had not been there more than a day 
or two. I knew there was a street called the Corso. It was brightly 
lighted. There were many caf6s and swarms of well-dressed ladies 
and gentlemen on the pavement. I walked along the Corso and 
perhaps strayed off the street In the moonlight, I discovered the 
pillars of the ruins of the Old Forum, and beyond, the dusky outlines 
of a mammoth building. Dusky because the street lights were suf- 
ficiently bright to make even the pillars of the Forum appear in the 
shade. But I walked on down past the Forum, where there were no 
bright lights. Then I discovered what the large building that I had 
seen was. It was the Colosseum, and it was lit up by a moon. A pretty 
nearly full moon, I believe. 

Back in my father's home on the farm I had read Byron, and there 
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came to my mind clearly some such words as "Did you ever see the 
Colosseum in Rome by moonlight?" There was the Colosseum bathed 
in the moonlight. Yes, the eighteenth of June, and my birthday. I 
continued my course and entered the arena. In the middle of the 
floor of the great structure then entirely unexcavated there was a 
capital of one of the great pillars. It was upturned so that the top was 
the base. I scrambled up to the top of this old capital. 

I was seeing the Colosseum by moonlight alone and it was my 
twenty-fourth birthday, and I had in my mind a resolution to ^Iter the 
whole course of my life. I was going to become a wealthy man. I spent 
hours and hours reclining on this old capital, and, before I realized 
what had occurred, the moon had gone so low that I was in the 
shadow of the walls of the Colosseum. 

I had read Gibbon's Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire. I was 
in Rome and had Gibbon's book in memory; every page of it seemed 
to be open to me. I fell to thinking of the characters that had been de- 
picted by Gibbon. There was Julius Caesar and Octavius and 
Pompey, and oh! great men after great menl 

I was going to embark on a great adventure. Which one of all the 
great men of Rome would I choose as my model? My choice was an 
odd one. It fell on Fabius Maximus. Fabius who was patient and who 
knew how to wait, clinging to the hills while the Carthaginian adven- 
turer Hannibal was wasting the valleys. Fabius was always threaten- 
ing, always menacing, but seldom if ever attacking. Hannibal con- 
quered himself and Fabius went back to Rome to enjoy his triumph. 
The world belongs to him who waits if he doesn't wait too long; if 
he only waits long enough for his opportunity and then is quick to 
seize it. 

How curious for a boy of twenty-four, hot-blooded, irascible in 
temper as I was, to start out on a career of mutiny by a process of 
waiting] From that day I have been ruled very largely by the resolu- 
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tion I made that night in the Colosseum at Rome. Let the other fellow 
have all the glory. Let him occiipy the place in the limelight For me 
I only care to have the power. 

I was to wait and wait patiently for the opportune moment and then 
act promptlythat was to be my policy. 
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Ill 

The Laziest Boy in the County 



TWENTY-FOUR years to a day before that night in the Colos- 
seum I was born on the farm of my father, James M. Scripps, a 
mile from Rushville, Cuyahoga County, Illinois. 

I had a reputation in the family, in the neighborhood, and among 
the town people who knew me, as a very lazy boy. On occasion I 
heard myself spoken of as the laziest boy in Cuyahoga County. In- 
stinctively, I hated and despised manual labor. I was sharp and 
shrewd and wise and I almost always got others to do the work that 
most boys did for themselves. 

I was a bad boy, not only according to the views of other people, 
but according to my own views. I was never fully aware how bad a 
boy I was until I had sons of my own. I was bad about every way a 
boy could be bad. My sons had their faults, but they were never as 
bad as I was. I was sent to public school and Sunday school. I never 
believed anything that was told me in Sunday school or that I heard 
in church. I had no religious principles to guide me. I don't believe 
that I ever had any principles of any kind that would usually be reck- 
oned as good. I was a poor pupil at school. I was a nuisance to all my 
Sunday-school teachers. I was taught to say certain prayers before I 
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went to bed, but unless I was under observation by my mother or one 
of my sisters, I never repeated any of them at night before going to 
sleep. 

I took pride in my reputation as a lazy boy. I would chuckle to my- 
self, and would be filled with vanity because I knew that, instead of 
being the laziest boy in the county, I was the most industrious individ- 
ual of all the boys, men, girls and women in the neighborhood. I can 
recall no days or hours of idleness. I was seldom seen on the school 
playgrounds. This was due to my physical condition. I was expert at 
no sport. Most boys' sports are games in which one set of boys contest 
with another set. In choosing sides in such games, I was always the 
last called, if called at all. I was humiliated on this account at times. 
Vain as I was of my own capacities in some respects, I was no philoso- 
pher. I vainly coveted superiority in every field. I have no doubt that 
my inclination to be bookish was sharpened by a desire to offset my 
lack of prowess on the playgrounds. 

My father and mother had very strict ideas about children getting 
the habit of work. My earliest task was bringing in wood for the fires. 
Later I had to cut and split the wood. I never sufficiently mastered 
the ax to be able to chop a four-inch stick clear through. The most I 
could do was to hack around it My ax blade never hit the same place 
on the second stroke. It missed by two or three inches. Where another 
boy would divide a stick of wood into two pieces with six strokes, I 
would have to strike a hundred or two hundred times. I never could 
cut down anything larger than a sapling. My stumps were an object 
of scorn and ridicule to all who saw them. 

I had to drive in the cows from pasture, and to milk some of them. 
I could milk. That is to say, if I puUed the cows' teats long enough, I 
would get enough milk to satisfy myself. I could never master the art 
of "stripping/' cleaning out the last drop of milk from the udder. The 
cows that I milked soon dried up. I milked in the same way I went to 
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church: I refused to consider the important part of the transaction. 
While milking, I made up rhymes, and tried to scale my verses to the 
swish of the milk in the pail. I would do about as much milking in an 
hour as an ordinary milker would do in ten or fifteen minutes. 

As a field hand, I was as good as or better than any other boy. I 
could rake hay with a hand rake or horse rake, and I could cap the 
hay. I could use the scythe and cradle. I could shock my wheat and 
oats. I could plow and hoe corn, sugar cane and potatoes. 

I always liked to work in the dirt. 

I felt a sense of pleasure in tackling a field of corn with my plow or 
my hoe. I liked to see the distance grow from the starting side of the 
field toward the other, as I plowed my way through. I liked especially 
well to do the work thoroughly. Some of the proudest hours of my 
boyhood life were those when on a long summer's day I covered more 
ground in plowing or hoeing than the hired men did. I divided up the 
field in as many spaces as there were men working, so that I could 
compare my own work with that of the others. 

It was quite by accident that I learned that with two, three or four 
men or boys at work, the spirit of emulation among them would cause 
the total performance of the day to be far greater than when each had 
a separate piece of work. The work was best if the whole group moved 
together row by row, talking together, arguing about something, and 
generally forgetting their task. 

When I was fourteen, my father began his last illness. This endured 
for several years. He could do little work. There was no one at home 
to attend to the farm but myself. I was very proud of the important 
position that I had obtained on this account. I had learned that, boy 
as I was, I could outwork a man. I obtained my father's consent to 
employ town boys to work with me, instead of doing the usual thing 
of hiring men when seasonal work was heavy. 

The farm laborer's wage was usually one dollar per day. I got a 
number of ambitious boys from the town to come to work on the farm 
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at twenty-five cents a day for spending money. For all of that season, 
however, work on my father's farm was just as much a contest as any 
boy's ballgame, or tug-of-war. 

I spaced off in the field an equal number of rows, a space for each 
boy. Then we all began to race. The town boys were rather soft for 
hard work. As I was comparatively tough, I easily enough beat the 
crowd. At the end of our first effort I was so much in the lead that I 
was able to sit down in the dirt and laugh and jeer at my companions. 

Boys' tempers are short and soon arguments among us ran high. I 
was accused of sharp practice, of having trained for my work when 
the others had not. A situation presented itself. I saw an opportunity. 
I diverted the argument from myself to a cousin of mine, who was the 
smallest and youngest of all the boys. He was also the pluckiest and 
most conceited, and, in a way, the most ambitious of all. Next to my- 
self, he was best at the work. I pointed this out and taunted the others 
for letting the little fellow win above them. Then began the usual 
boyish wrangle: "I bet you this," "I bet you that," "I bet his work is 
not as well done as mine," and much more to the same effect. 

They voted, at my suggestion, that I should stay out of the contest 
Another set of spaces was marked off for each boy, excepting myself, 
and a new contest was tried. It was a question as to whether or not 
each boy did his work fairly. As I was paying the money for the work 
in this hoeing contest, I would act as referee and follow up all the 
other boys to see that they did equally fair work. I doubt if it has ever 
occurred to any of these boys to this day that, while they were 
sweating and aching, I was enjoying myself looking on. 

It was rather tedious following the boys up over the ground and 
doing nothing. Soon enough I had my book out, which I always car- 
ried with me, and was in a fence corner reading. I told the boys to call 
me when they got on their last rows so that I could overlook their 
work. 

From that time, there was no lack of boy workers on the Scripps 
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ranch. The town boys wanted to get into the game they heard so much 
about. I arranged contests between individuals or groups of boys in 
cultivating the corn by plowing, or hoeing a potato field, a cane field 
or a kitchen garden or doing any other activity of the farm life, while 
I sat under a tree, or in the shade of some bush, or haycock, or corn 
shock, and read, while the contest was waged. 

My mother used to say after I had grown to manhood, that a not in- 
frequent post of mine was on a fence rail. She said that Eddie always 
seemed to be sitting on the fence watching the other fellows work. She 
added that it looked to her as though I was running my business in the 
same way I had run the farm. 

It was on the farm that I first learned how to make money my very 
own, which my father recognized that I had a perfect right to spend 
as I saw fit 

My father's farm was marked with the old-fashioned rail fence. 
These fences are very expensive in land since they occupy a very large 
space. It occurred to me that I could make use of the fence corners, 
without any loss to my father. I spaded up enough of these corners 
one year to make the equivalent of an acre of land. I planted this with 
sweet potatoes, and grew a fair crop. Another season I extended my 
enterprise over other waste pieces of land odd corners, small pieces 
not large enough for a field and on these I raised sweet potatoes, 
Irish potatoes and sweet corn. I recall that, during the year that I 
raised Irish potatoes, I got them into the market as new potatoes 
earlier than anyone else. I reaped a rich harvest. 

On the farm a large part of our fuel was coal. Along the creek bot- 
tom that ran through the farm, there was a few inches below the sur- 
face a vein of very fine coal, from eighteen inches to three feet in 
thickness. The coal was so brittle it could not be shipped, but if han- 
dled carefully it could be brought to the open gate or stove in very 
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good shape. It was entirely free from sulphur and such other things 
as ordinarily cause coal to clinker, and made a beautiful fire and 
burned to a clean ash. 

In the fall of my eighteenth year, I got out enough coal for house 
use. The way we obtained the coal was to plow and scrape the earth 
off the underlying vein, choosing the places where the earth was thin 
and the valley deep. In laying out the excavation work I stripped the 
soil in such a large piece that when I and the men began taking out 
the coal, we found, unexpectedly, that not half the coal uncovered 
was needed. (Now, if this coal was left exposed to the weather, it 
would flake and become almost worthless coal dust within a year. ) I 
obtained my father's consent to take out the coal at my own expense 
and sell it While no one in the town had ever used coal like this, many 
of the people knew of our coal and what fine grate fires it made. It 
was easy enough for me to sell all the coal at a price that netted me a 
good profit 

Needless to say, while the coal was being extracted, both for my 
father and myself, I sat on the bank for the most part and bossed the 
job. It is possible that I might have driven the wagon in delivering 
the coal to my neighbors. I forget 

Another of my father's sources of revenue had been cordwood in 
stove lengths. We had one of those horsepower treadmills, with a 
small circular saw. It was the only machine of its kind in the town. I 
can remember my father working with this machine, together with 
the other men. Usually, he did the hardest part of the work him- 
selflifting a stick of cordwood from the pile, carrying it to the ma- 
chine, and pushing it through the saw, while the other men held the 
loose end and threw the stick away. For a few years now the sawmill 
had not been used, except for house purposes. That winter I con- 
tracted to rent the outfit from my father, and from one of my brothers 
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I rented two very old and almost useless horses he had won in some 
trade. Their value to me was their heavy weight, as it was weight that 
made the treadmill horsepower effective. 

I started out working with the outfitat first doing the hardest part 
of the work, feeding the saw. Soon enough it occurred to me that my 
hired man ought to do the heavy work and I ought to do the light. 
After I had completed my first job and collected the money, I went 
out looking for another job. Two or three days were consumed in 
finding a job and moving my machine to do it. As the saw was netting 
me two or three dollars a day, I felt that this was waste. When I got 
my next job, I hired a boy at twenty-five cents a day to throw the 
sticks away, while my dollar-a-day man fed the saw, and I went out 
looking for orders. After booking enough orders to keep me going for 
some time, I might have returned, discharged my boy, and done my 
own work; but I revolted at the idea of working for twenty-five cents 
a day, which I would practically be doing if I discharged the boy and 
took his place. 

I might have discharged the man and made a dollar a day, but some 
of the cordwood was heavy, and really that was not one of the jobs 
that I enjoyed, like plowing the corn, or cane cutting, or feeding the 
sugar mill. So I sat around and bossed the job some, stayed at home 
and read my books some. Since my father and mother had a right to 
think that I was industriously employed, they set me no other task, 

I can set down almost the correct figures of this first business enter- 
prise of E. W. Scripps. I paid $1.00 a day for the use of the machinery, 
$1.00 a day for the horses, maybe 25 cents for their feed, $1,00 a day 
for the man who fed the saw, and 25 cents a day for the boy who threw 
the wood away, or a total of $3,50 a day. I forget just how many cords 
per day I sawed, and how much I got per cord, but I well enough re- 
member that I was making a daily profit, above the wages of two or 
three men. I remember standing around the stores and other places in 
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the town, sometimes being complimented, sometimes being joshed, 
and sometimes being reminded of my being the laziest boy in the 
county, on account of the way I was making big money off of other 
people's work. On the whole I was far more displeased than pleased 
by the comments I heard. I avoided, as much as possible, public 
places, and frequently hid myself between two stacks of cordwood, 
or in some other out-of-the-way place, where I could read and not 
attract attention or comment. 

The one person who had more to do with the shaping and develop- 
ment of my character than all other influences that have borne upon 
me, is my sister Ellen Browning Scripps. She was really my half sister 
and seventeen and one-half years older than I was. She was a full- 
grown woman before I reached the age to which my memory can 
carry me. 

My father was the youngest son of the family, and was supposed to 
be the least gifted intellectually. He was an apprentice to a book- 
binder in his youth, and made one or more business failures. My 
grandfather came to America, bought a tract of land near Rushville, 
Illinois, and later brought my father and his family of young children 
to this country. (Perhaps he had the thrifty idea they would be less 
costly to him here than in England.) My father married my mother, 
Julia Osborn of Williamstown, Massachusetts, in this country, and 
from her had five children. He had been twice married before, and 
became a widower for the second time at about the age of forty. He 
had two children by his first wife, and six by his second; hence, I was 
his thirteenth child. 

Ellen was the only one of our whole family who ever had a college 
education. She was graduated about the time I was four years old. 

I was a sickly, whining and unhappy child. About all the attention 
my mother could give me was a spanking or a switching when I was 
unusually bad. It was my sister who taught me my letters. It was she 
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who would sit by my bedside at night before I would go asleep, or 
when I was ill. It was she who remembered to give rne the ginger 
cooky and the doughnut between meals. 

But having started with teaching me my letters, it was only going 
a step farther to read aloud to me the books she was reading as she 
sat minding me. I can recall some of the earlier readings. She was 
reading books for grownups and I couldn't understand much but I 
liked to hear her voice. In time I was curious to know what some of 
the words meant and from this my education began, She would tell 
me the meaning of a word whether I asked her or not. 

How far I progressed in any given time I cannot tell, only I do 
recall that when I was nearly eight years of age, she was reading 
Shakespeare to me. She read Scott, She read Tennyson and Long- 
fellow. She read many books to me which, after I had grown a little 
older, I read again to myself. It was an interesting experience to read 
these books after my understanding had fully or largely developed, 
and to recall the ideas I had had in my more youthful years when the 
same books were being read to me by my sister. The personages were 
not the same personages. The events were not the same events. The 
meaning of the words that my sister had given me had not penetrated 
my understanding, but had only been pegs on which my imagination 
hung decorations. 

My sister taught me nothing of religion, Later I learned that except 
for one brief interval when she had been carried away at some revival 
meeting, she had never been in the matter of faith a Christian. Some- 
what owing to the fact that I so loved and admired my sister who was 
not the same kind of thing the Sunday school taught us was a 
Christian, it was hard for me to believe anything that was said by 
a Sunday-school teacher or a preacher. The idea of my sister going to 
Hell because she did not believe a lot of fool stories made the whole 
Christian teaching seem to me not only absurd, but wicked. I know 
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that later my mother complained that my sister was to blame for my 
being such a wicked boy. 

But it was books, and books, and always books that I remember. 
It seems to me that others than Ellen read books to me for several 
years in my very earliest childhood, but my memory is mainly for 
her sitting reading to me. I remember her reading poetry, for ex- 
ample, Jean Ingelow's "The Tide of Enderoy." "Fairer woman ne'er 
drew breath than my son's wife, Elizabeth," or lines similar to these 
are running through my head, and I can remember saying them over 
and over again to myself. Perhaps the poem was often read to me. 
I was sixteen or seventeen when I first read the poem for myself, and 
although I could not repeat the lines word for word, line for line, and 
verse for verse, it was all familiar to me. In the same way much other 
matter that I read earlier, I found was familiar. At the family hearth, 
Ellen often read out loud to the family. Just when I emerged into 
self -reading I do not recall. 

I went to school as the other boys did, but did not make much of 
an attempt to learn my lessons. Besides my schoolbooks, I always had 
some other books in my desks. It was these and not my schoolbooks 
with which I spent my time in school. With the exception of my sister 
Ellen, I knew of no schoolteacher, in my younger days, male or 
female, for whom I did not have contempt. 

Books and more books were always sought for by me, because in 
them was concentrated the fruits of ages of observation and thinking. 
Perhaps it was my sister Ellens reading to me from books for which 
she had, at that earlier period of her life, a taste, that I acquired a 
particular appetite for poetry. I could draw from some poems whole 
songs not sung. It happened that in my father's house there were very 
many books of verse. Parts of the Old and New Testaments were 
poetry to me, despite the imbecility of the Sunday school and the 
so-called Sunday-school teachers. 
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(As to that stupid automaton the preacher, I would refuse to hear, 
and did succeed invariably in not hearing, his sermons. As a child, 
I either slept or sent my mind far afield in dreams or cogitations, 
while the preacher hollered, pounded on the pulpit, wept out his 
sermon, or mumbled in prayer.) 

I suppose that half, or nearly half, of all my waking hours have 
been spent with my eyes on a printed page. As I have a very retentive 
memory, I have kept nearly all that I have gathered from my reading. 
Still I am aware that I am a sort of jack-of-all-trades-and-master-of- 
none in the great field of learning. 

After many years devoted mainly to poetry and all that class of 
literature which might be called belles-lettres, I gradually worked 
my way into history and philosophy. The greater part of my serious 
reading, for twelve or fifteen years, was history. Really, reading pure 
philosophy has always been, for me, a laborious task a sacrifice of 
comfort for the satisfaction of knowing, and perhaps having other 
people know, that I was more or less familiar with certain schools of 
philosophy. From my fortieth year or thereabouts, I began to be 
interested in various scientific subjects. I included theology as a 
science. 

There was one bit of childhood reading, however, that had a very 
great effect on my later life. 

One day when I was about thirteen my brother James and I had a 
conversation in what was called "the boys' bedroom" an attic 
chamber in the Rushville farmhouse where all the boys of the family 
slept. In the bedroom there was a little homemade bookcase, where 
I had gathered books I was reading and intended to read. There was 
a set of volumes called Peter Parley's Tales, The tales were all stories 
of crimes and romances that had often been published before. As I 
remember, they dealt mainly with facts of court record. The author 
of Peter Parley had rewritten, in very simple form, these old tales for 
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the readers of modern times. The Peter Parley tales were written by 
Samuel Griswold Goodrich, 1793-1860, and first appeared in a maga- 
zine the author founded in Boston in 1826 called The Token. Good- 
rich was strongly influenced by the writings and personal friendship 
of the English bluestocking, Hannah More. Many of Hawthorne's 
Twice-Told Tales also first appeared in The Token. 

I was seated on the floor in front of this little bookcase, trying to 
select a book to read. I had a volume or two of Peter Parley's in my 
hand. I was so preoccupied I did not hear the steps of someone on the 
stairway, and crossing the short landing to the door of the bedroom. 
My brother James and his wife were then visiting the old homestead. 
I heard the jangling of a key ring just above my head, and looked up. 
I saw my brother James looking down, but not at me. His eyes were 
fixed upon the book in my lap. From the expression on his face, he 
was musing; but the keys on his key ring kept on jingling as he 
nervously twitched his fingers. Then a strange thing happened. 

(I might say here that between the boy and man there had never 
been any sympathy or mutual interest, and later there was always 
antagonism between the two. James seldom noticed me or saw me, 
and on not more than two or three occasions during a visit to the 
home did he ever directly address me. ) 

There was no chair in the room, so my big brother squatted down 
beside me and took one of the Parley volumes from me and began to 
turn over the pages. They were, I am sure, familiar to him. I could 
hardly say that he was talking to me, though it was not his habit to 
talk to himself. He had something on his mind, and he had the im- 
pulse to express it in words. He probably thought very little of his 
listener. 

He began by saying he knew the old books well and that he had 
often been thinking of them, in later days, with a view to putting into 
journalism the idea that Peter Parley had in bookmaking. He pointed 
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out that these old stories in the Peter Parley volumes had previously 
been written and published in book form. In the other books, how- 
ever, the narrative had been told in such a verbose way that each of 
the stories required more pages than was required for all of the tales 
in the books before us. It was in order to save the time of the reader, 
and at the same time permit him to have a firsthand knowledge of 
these old stories, that Peter Parley had so greatly condensed each of 
them. 

Now the great idea that my brother submitted to me was the publi- 
cation of a daily newspaper, very small in size, with large type, and 
which, by reason of having condensed writing, would contain all of 
the news, and all of the miscellaneous matter, and even the love 
stories that could be found in any of the large "blanket sheets" that 
were being issued as newspapers in this country. For the first time, 
I then heard the name of Samuel Bowles, and the Springfield Re- 
publican. From what James said, it appeared that Bowles had already 
begun the work of condensing journalism. 

Finally, wearying of his uncomfortable attitude, he sat squarely 
down on the floor, stretched out his legs, and leaned against the book- 
case. He kept on talking. For an hour or more, he certainly did talk. 
Perhaps it was longer than two hours. I remember that I was hungry. 
I remember also that my awe of my big brother forbade my inter- 
rupting his stream of talk. 

It was in "the boys' bedroom" that he narrated to me the whole 
plan of that little newspaper which he was later to found in Detroit, 
and which was the kernel of the Scripps newspaper concern. 
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The Value of Being a Nuisance 



"1T7THY DID I become a journalist? 

\^ My Grandfather William A. Scripps was a journalist and part 
owner of the London Literary Gazette. He began his activities in this 
field a century and a quarter ago. 

My great-uncle ran a little country newspaper. A cousin of mine 
was editor of the same paper when I was a boy. Another cousin of 
mine, John Locke Scripps, was one of the founders of the Chicago 
Tribune in association with Joseph Medfll, and was for a number of 
years its editor. My brother, nearly twenty years older than myself, 
was the editor of the Detroit Tribune, a daily newspaper. Together 
with the other members of my family, he owned the controlling stock 
interest in that paper. 

As a boy, as I have said, I devoted my spare time to reading. Before 
my nineteenth year, I never had any desire to become a journalist. 
I had great ambitions to become a writer of books, even a poet. 

Actually, what led me into journalism was a very natural boyish 
restlessness to be out in the world and doing things. My home life, 
or farm life, rather, was anything but monotonous or disagreeable 
to me. Yet on one occasion, in my eighteenth year, I deliberately 
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prepared to leave home and make my own fortune. I was not exactly 
going to run away from home. I knew there was no occasion for my 
running, as no one was going to stop me. 

Some neighborhood boys and I went to the state fair together. I 
was carrying a carpetbag containing my few clothes and all my 
money savings. I did not intend to return. I wanted to try myself out 
and find out how well I could support myself. We boys spent two 
days and one night at the town where the fair was being held. On the 
second day I must have drunk too much pop, and eaten too much 
stale cake, and run about in the sun too much. Before the train had 
started back for home, I was sick and miserable. Then and there I 
abandoned my great adventure. 

Some months later, a young Englishman, a cousin of my half 
brothers and sisters, who had been graduated as a chemist and 
passed through an apprenticeship as a pharmacist, arrived in Amer- 
ica. He intended to set up as a druggist in Detroit He had small 
funds. My father loaned him several hundred dollars with the under- 
standing and agreement that I should be employed in the drugstore 
for the purpose of learning the business. 

I was struck with the absurdity of the plan the idea of my being a 
druggist, and worse, a drug clerk. Still, Detroit was a great way from 
our home. It was a city, and it was a field for adventure, and my 
brother was the editor of a newspaper there. Why, then, should I offer 
any objection to the plan? 

One thing was fixed in my mind when I left home on November 2, 
1872, to go to Detroit. That was that I would never be a drug clerk, or 
employer or even owner of any trade establishment I was born with 
something like contempt for all storekeepers. No young English 
gentleman possessed a greater repugnance for "trade" than did I. 

When I arrived in Detroit, the druggist had not yet opened up his 
shop. The carpenters and painters were still at work, I had several 
weeks iia which to get acquainted with town life. 
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I carried from home a new suit of store clothes that I had bought 
and paid for. I wore a new overcoat which my father had bought for 
himself. He had no use for it, being a bedroom invalid. I had some 
loose change in my pocket, and sewed up in the lining of my vest, 
eighty dollars of my own money. This I had earned digging coal, 
sawing wood, and in other similar enterprises. It was my firm resolu- 
tion that I was never going to part with this eighty dollars except in 
the last extremity of hunger and sickness. I also resolved that I would 
always have in hiding a sum of money that would be sufficient to 
guarantee my perfect freedom from the control of anyone. 

(Although I have gradually amassed a fortune of fair size, I have 
never failed to keep a special fund that would be safe against theft 
or creditor, ready for immediate use. I have been unwilling to con- 
sider even large bank allowances as a substitute for my little secret 
hoard. There has never been a time in my whole life when conditions 
have been such that I have had to turn to anybodya friend, a 
business agent or an employer to get the few dollars of cash that I 
might need to cover any possible emergency of my own. ) 

James, whom I never got along with, had consented to my coming 
to Detroit only because of our father's request, and because of the 
knowledge that our father was dying. I could see plain enough that 
the editor of the Detroit Tribune thought I was a nuisance and a 
bother. I was well enough aware that he had no intention of making 
himself responsible for me. He had two young children of his own, 
and did not intend to stand in loco parentis to a redheaded, freckled- 
f aced, country lout of a brother. 

Although I had not planned to be a newspaperman, I had read a 
great deal, especially English books, about literary men who had 
started their careers as humble attaches to newspapers. I knew that 
I was far from fitted to enter journalism or any other literary field. 
I could not write a legible hand. I could not write a straight line 
across a sheet of paper. Spelling I was no good at. I had not acquired 
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the habit o either speaking or writing correctly. I knew I needed 
apprenticeship for my literary calling; and I assumed rightly 
enough, I know now that a newspaper office was the proper place 
for such an apprenticeship. I intended to worm my way into employ- 
ment on the Tribune. 

James would not have me on the paper, but my brother, W. A. 
Scripps, was foreman of the job-printing room. I knew I could easily 
enough work my brother Will to get what I wanted. James, as presi- 
dent of the company, was of course Will's superior officer; but these 
two brothers seldom agreed. In little things, Will often had his own 
way, much to the discomfort of James. 

Finally the carpenters, painters and cleaners got the interior of the 
drugstore ready for occupancy. My druggist employer and I took 
possession of the premises. I was set to work washing windows and 
bottles. I helped fill some of the bottles. We installed a soda-water 
fountain, and I was told how to manipulate it. In a few days, the 
drugstore opened for business, 

We opened our drugstore on a Monday morning. On Saturday the 
druggist told me what my wages were to be. I think he said a 
beginner ought to get fifty cents a week. On the first Saturday night, 
the druggist left before the closing hour, and instructed me to turn 
out the lights and lock up. I did so. I had not been paid my wages. I 
walked out of that store determined never to come back again as an 
employee, and that is just what I did. I said nothing about my leaving 
to anyone, I just did not turn up Monday. 

I forget how I spent my time for the next few days. I was pretty 
well disgusted with life. I wrote my father that I had quit the drag 
business. I spent some time on the docks along the river; not exactly 
looking for a job, but sizing up the situation. I thought it might be a 
nice idea for me to try a few weeks or months of sailing. 

It is truly wonderful how little money it takes to feed and clothe 
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and house a youngster who knows nothing about money spending, 
and who has not yet learned to do anything for appearance's sake. I 
know that I could well have afforded to go on several months without 
earning anything. But I was hunted up by one of my brothers. I went 
to my brother Will's house to live, and went to work as an office boy 
in the accounting room of the Detroit Tribune. 

I spent a few weeks in the counting rooms. It was evident that I 
was not learning any literature by sweeping out the office, making 
fires, selling papers over the counter to newsboys, occasionally taking 
an advertisement, and generally running errands. I struck. Then I got 
my first job in a printing shop. As office boy, I got three dollars a 
week. I helped myself very little here. I was set to work holding copy 
for a proofreader, or trundling a cartload of printed matter down to 
some outsider. I had to sweep out the job room as I had the front 
office. Again I struck. I recognized that I had made some headway in 
getting experience, but I wanted to learn something about books. 

I felt that sticking type out of the case, or running presses might 
lead to better things. In those days, most reporters and editors 
graduated from the case. Nearly all the newspaper reporters and 
other writers in Detroit were ex-printers. I got rid of the cart-trund- 
ling business, and was allowed to set up some very cheap, plain 
dodgers. I was even allowed to learn how to kick a Gordon press. 
(This was a little press run by a foot treadle, and was used to print 
such small things as business cards, etc.) 

My brother Will about this time began to make use of me as a 
bill collector. So long as this work did not consume any more than 
my idle time, I did not mind it. In fact, I liked to get out into the air 
and on the streets. It was soon enough discovered that, generally, 
when I went after money, no matter how hard the customer was, I 
brought back the amount of the bill. Then it occurred to the powers- 
that-be that I might come in handy to collect a lot of their old hard 
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bills from bad customers. Instead of having to collect a few fresh 
accounts, I was given whole sheafs of old bills that nobody else had 
been able to collect. I was a glorious success at this. I began to recog- 
nize that I was not only valuable, but valued. 

But bill collecting and literature are two entirely different callings. 

I became dissatisfied. I did not kick. I did not say I was going to 
strike. I just quit the office one Saturday night and went off by my 
lonesome to think things over. 

A few weeks later James found me and promised me eight dollars 
a week if I would come back to the office. He said he would hurry me 
along as rapidly as he could into some reporter's job, where I could 
learn the rudiments of journalism. It was with a feeling of no great 
content that I went back to learn to be a printer. 

I did work with the printers' stock a great deal. I worked with all 
the presses. By actual work, and close observation, I learned some- 
thing of all the processes of the press room and the composing room, 
and how to use the different machines. I never became an expert as 
a type sticker. Even in those days, when printers were paid by piece, 
and comparatively large wages, I doubt if I could have earned fifty 
cents a day as a printer. I also recall that I was constantly doing 
greater or less damage to the presses. Had the foreman of either the 
press or composing room been dealing with me as an ordinary ap- 
prentice, I would not have been able to hold onto my job for the day. 

Then, on Easter morning, in 1873, a fire started in the Tribune 
office, and the whole building burned down. From this fire started 
not only my career as a journalist; but from the ashes of the old 
Tribune building sprang up perhaps the greatest &nd most effective 
journalistic institution in this or any other country. 

Soon after the fire, the insurance was adjusted. The Tribune had 
recently put in an expensive printing press. Before this, the paper 
had been printed on a job press, In the job-printing office there were 
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many presses, large quantities of type, and a great quantity of all 
sorts of material. Insurance Lad been taken out about a year before 
the segregation of the two properties. It was not blanket insurance, 
but itemized. When it came time to adjust the insurance, it was 
found that all of the job-office property had been fully, if not over- 
insured. Type that had been insured as new type was now old. Presses 
insured on the basis of their new value had become obsolete and 
partially worn. The result of the insurance adjustment left my 
brothers, James E. and W. A., with more cash than they ever had 
before. 

The fire was a blessing to them. James and W. A., who were sole 
owners of the job-printing plant, decided to part company after 
receiving their insurance. After the separation James had, I believe, 
about twenty thousand dollars. 

The News was started on August 23, 1873. Only a few weeks later, 
the great panic of 1873 broke. Instead of proving a disaster to the new 
paper, it was one of the causes of its early success. The News sold on 
the streets at two cents a copy at a time when all the other papers* 
street sales were for five cents. The average wage of an ordinary 
laboring man at that time was about a dollar a day. To people who 
only earned a dollar a day, the cost of a daily paper of the old type 
was altogether too great. With the hard times of the panic came the 
necessity for general economies in the News. Being a new paper, it 
had of necessity adopted a low advertising rate. For the sake of 
economy alone, many merchants transferred some or all of their 
advertising to the News. 

The News was a success from the start. In less than three years its 
income exceeded outgo. From a date not many weeks after the News 
started, it had a circulation of about five thousand daily. This, I 
believe, was larger than was the circulation then of the Detroit Free 
Press, the Detroit Morning Tribune, the Detroit Morning Post or the 
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Detroit Evening Tribune. All these newspapers had been established 
institutions for many years. From that date circulation steadily in- 
creased, showing that the public favored this kind of journalism. 

At first, the News was published in the form of a four-page paper, 
with six columns to the page, each column eighteen inches long. The 
actual size of the News, was from one-quarter to one-sixth that of 
other Detroit papers. 

I have never seen economy carried to such lengths as it was during 
the whole period of the existence of the Detroit Evening News. Why, 
even the paper that we reporters had to write our copy on was always 
used twice! After we had written our articles and sent them to the 
printer, on clean paper, the composing-room "devil" rushed to gather 
up all of the copy paper. With a pencil he drew two marks across the 
written pages. He returned them to the writers, so they could use the 
other side for fresh copy. 

I never saw any copy produced by my brother that was not written 
on the inside of an open envelope, on the inside of wrappers in which 
other papers had come to the office, and on both sides ( one side at 
a time) of such papers as wrappers of books, etc., that came into the 
office. He made it his business to open the mail, whether letters, 
papers, books or periodicals. He then carefully laid aside all of the 
envelopes, etc., which he had straightened out, and pressed them 
under some heavy book, for his own use and that of his editors. 

We had another custom, the primary object of which was to save 
wages, but later maintained to save loss by theft. As soon as work was 
finished in the editorial room and the presses began to run, my 
brother James would go to the press room himself. There he counted 
out and sold the papers to the newsboys and carriers, taking the 
money or tickets or checks that were sometimes given in exchange. 
When he was unable to do this for some reason, either I or my brother 
George took his place. For many years some member of the family or 
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some particularly trusted member of the editorial staff delivered 
papers from the press room to the carriers and newsboys. 

In those days of the early seventies, a printer who would make 
"pie/* or drop type on the floor would be sure of discharge. Proof- 
reading was always done by some member of the editorial staff, with 
the assistance of the foreman. The last ounce of printer's ink was 
scraped from the bottom of the barrels. There was no contract for 
outside parties to make our gum rollers for the press. The foreman of 
the press room and his helpers had to do the work in addition to their 
other duties. 

There was one other source of saving, in which my brother George 
took the greatest delight. His bent for economy was so extreme that it 
could not be distinguished from niggardliness. In those old days, 
there were no typesetting machines. Printing in newspaper offices 
was paid for by the pica so many cents for each thousand ems. Each 
printer had his "slug number," as it was called. When he had set up 
a piece of copy and put it into type, he placed under or above it what 
was called a "slug." It was a strip of metal on which was cast a 
number, and it was this slug that he put atop that part of the column 
of printing matter he set up. Generally from four to twelve slugs 
would divide the matter into a "galley/' which would hold one 
column of type. The office "devil" took two proofs of this galley of 
matter, put one proof on the foreman's hook, and the other he brought 
to the proofreader. 

At the end of the day, the foreman took his proofs and cut them 
into pieces corresponding to the amount of matter marked by each 
printer's slug. Then he gave to each printer this little piece of proof 
paper. The printer took his pieces and pasted them together in a 
strip called his "string." 

The printers of those days, in most cases, were dissipated men. 
There were many tramp printers who would work a day or two and 

49 



Damned Old Crank 

then tramp on. Even the regular printers were given to spending their 
money daily as fast as they earned it. 

The office rule was only to cash "strings" that is, pay the printer 
for his work once a week. As the printers often wanted their money 
sooner, it was their habit to sell their "strings" to some fellow printer 
or some speculator in the office. They were sold at a ten per cent dis- 
count. My brother James ruled there should be no speculators in the 
office, but that the cashier in the counting room would buy all 
"strings" at the usual discount. My brother George acted as cashier. 
In his shirt sleeves, he used to measure these strings of improvident 
printers with a long brass measuring stick. He would haggle with 
them often over a few lines of difference that might have been caused 
by the printer leaving too large a space between one "take*' and 
another. (A "take" was the amount of type set up for one particular 
piece of copy, and hence marked with a "slug.") There was no use 
for any smart printer to try to get a few extra cents out of George by 
leaving wide spaces in his pasting operations. 

The discount on a Monday's "string" was ten per cent, and it was 
also the same for any other day in the week. Any printer who wanted 
to cash his "string" and get full value would have to wait until the 
closing hour of Saturday afternoon for his money. It used to cost a 
great deal of money to set type by hand. There were a great many 
improvident printers. The composing room expense of the Detroit 
Evening News was, for many years, cut down from three to five 
percent by this system of cashing "strings" at a discount. 

Were the big newspaper institution that has grown out of this 
paper, to become the Scripps newspaper concern, as economically 
managed as the Detroit News in its earlier days, and the Cleveland 
Press in its earlier days, it would yield a net profit today fully three 
times as great as it now yields. 

My own job on the News had very little to do with news writing 
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or any other kind of writing at first. In Rushville I had sold ice, coal, 
potatoes, and had taken orders for sawing wood. When it came to 
canvassing for subscriptions for a newspaper that no one had ever 
heard of, my genius as a salesman immediately became strongly 
apparent. I and other young men on the paper blocked out our 
respective districts, agreeing not to compete with each other in these 
districts. From the first we began to meet daily and compare notes. 
Then it was discovered I was getting more subscribers every day than 
any other four or five canvassers. 

I found, after a little practice, that I could get almost anybody to 
set down his name to an agreement to pay ten cents a week for a 
newspaper. I learned later, to my cost, that it was far easier to get a 
man to agree to pay ten cents, than it was to get him to pay up. I was 
very much interested in the work of getting up my routes. After I got 
my first two hundred subscribers (all that I could possibly carry) I 
found there were still a good many days before the paper would start. 

It occurred to me there really ought to be no occasion for my doing 
the hard work of racing through the streets with a bundle of papers 
under my arms. I could hire someone else to do this work for me. I 
made an experiment to see how long it would take me to run over my 
route, mimicking the actual delivery of a paper. Later I got a bundle 
of old copies from the Tribune office and ran over the route delivering 
these. Then, I began to experiment with other boys. I found that I 
could do about double what the average boy was willing to do. I 
began bargaining with the boys. I found that I could employ, for a 
dollar a week, a good strong boy, who could and would deliver for me 
a hundred papers each night. 

As a hundred papers cost me six dollars a week, and my collection 
was ten dollars, I figured that I would net three dollars for every boy 
I employed. I proposed to do the collecting myself, in a leisurely, 
gentlemanly way. By the time the Evening News started, I had more 
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than a thousand subscribers, and a staff of ten boys, each of whom 
had been taught their routes. 

I was so busy with all these things that I could not think of being a 
reporter at the start. I told my brother so. But, in the first issue of the 
Evening News appeared one article that I wrote myself. It made me 
very proud to read it. I suppose I read that item fifty times. I forget 
what it contained, It really did not matter to me. The words in it were 
my words, and the words were in print. 

Soon enough I got my circulation system organized, and paid up 
to the News my little back bills for the papers, and began to make a 
fair profit. Of course my real profits were nothing like what they 
showed on paper. But soon enough I was making ten dollars a week, 
then twenty, then forty and finally fifty dollars a week. I think it was 
only a few months after the Detroit News started that my income, or 
my profits, was greater than that of the highest paid employee, the 
advertising manager. My income was higher even than that of the 
owner. 

I became a successful businessman. I put on a silk hat. I went to a 
hotel to live. My brother James showed, in every way, his very high 
regard for his kid brother. He began counseling with me and taking 
my advice in all sorts of editorial and business matters. It was he who 
first revealed to me the importance in the editor of a newspaper 
keeping in close touch with the retail and wholesale vendors of the 
paper itself. It was I who could tell him, within twenty-four hours, 
whether or not a certain article had struck a popular chord, and when 
a certain line of editorial policy was met with disapproval. I enjoyed 
a fairly long period of swelled head. I knew that I was the most in- 
fluential man in the office of the Detroit Evening News. (Never, as 
long as I remained in Detroit, did I fall from this high estate. ) 

Yet I was ashamed of my success, because it was purely on the 
business side of the newspaper. In those days I did not recognize 

52 



The Value of Being a Nuisance 

what a tremendously valuable education I was gettingsuch an 
education as few, if any, great or small editors have had in prepara- 
tion for their journalistic work. I determined, nonetheless, to get into 
journalism. And that soon. I would be a real journalist. A writer. 

I had my business going nicely, and time was hanging heavily on 
my hands. I hung around the city editor's room, meeting reporters 
and studying the peculiarities of their personalities. I chummed 
around with the printers. I talked with my sister Ellen, who handled 
the exchanges and got "filler" material for the paper. I bought drinks 
for those editors who would drink, and furnished them with cigars, 
and even eats. I was beginning to formulate apian. I no longer needed 
a salary as a reporter. I made two, or three, or four times as much 
money as any of them did. 

I began organizing my business, and put a superintendent in charge 
of it. I told my brother, who had been reproaching me for my idleness, 
of my action and my plan to enlist as a cub reporter, working gratis. 
He pooh-poohed my idea. He said I was cut out to be a businessman, 
and not a writer. He threw before me some of my own pencil notes 
that I had sent to him. They were hardly legible, the grammar was 
execrable, and the spelling was in the highest degree phonetic. 

He broached another subject He had tried several times to get the 
News circulated in the country districts around Detroit, but had 
failed. He said that, as I had been so successful in Detroit, I had better 
take that up. I thought the matter over a great deal. In those days, 
especially in the West, there was no systematic method of obtaining 
country circulation for newspapers. In every town there was a drug- 
store, which kept a sort of newsstand. Papers were sent there. Such as 
were sold were paid for. The unsold copies were returned to the office. 
A few people subscribed for their papers by the year by sending the 
money directly to the office, and getting their papers by mail. 

I thought out the scheme of having single routes in all the little 
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towns, and several routes in the larger towns, and delivering news- 
papers in these places as they were delivered in the city. My brother 
made the proposal that for the first 1,000 circulation I got in the rural 
areas, I would get $250. I was to pay all expenses. If I got 2,000 
circulation, I was to get $500; if I got it up to 3,000, I was to get 
$750, and thereafter I would get $750 for each additional thousand 
subscribers. 

I went at the scheme with a rush, I had my plans all made before 
the deal was agreed to. The towns that were first taken were along' 
certain railroad and boat lines, and each transportation route was to 
be taken as a whole. I had my canvassers employed. But before setting 
any of the other men to work, I went out myself. 

My experience in the city was good training. But, oh! what a 
difference there was in those days between the city man and the 
country "jay." In the city I was lucky if I nailed one customer out of 
every four persons I attacked. In the country towns, I got nearly 
three people out of every five, and I recall instances where I went into 
a town and got every man and woman I talked with to subscribe. 

I had to become an expert in the physiognomies and other peculiar- 
ities of my prospects. I knew at a glance the man who would subscribe 
and pay for his paper and who would probably continue to take the 
paper. I knew at a glance the man who would subscribe and would 
not pay. I knew at a glance who would take the paper for a week or 
two, out of curiosity, and then drop it, I knew those who were a total 
waste of time. 

I set myself a task of getting fifty names a day, or three hundred a 
week. I would sometimes do two or three small towns a day. I would 
sometimes spend several days in one of the larger towns. Now, my 
compensation did not depend on the number of subscribers I got to 
sign certain little documents. It depended on the number of people 
who would take the paper regularly and pay for it. If I got a thousand 
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subscribers in a month, and they paid for the paper, I would get 
$250; but, if during the next month half of these people should stop 
taking the paper or stop paying for it, I would have to make up for 
these and get a lot more, in order to get my second thousand. As the 
number of subscribers constantly increased, the greater would be the 
volume of the number of quitters. So it behooved me, above every- 
thing else, to get a carrier I could rely on to do his work continuously 
after I had started him. Next I would want as a carrier a boy who 
would be keen to keep his old subscribers and get new ones. Beyond 
this, I wanted a boy who either on account of his popularity or the 
popularity of his parents or parent, or on account of public sympathy 
for such parent would be supported and encouraged by the com- 
munity. The best type of boy I found to be a ten- or twelve-year-old 
son of a widow who had other children, and who was known to be 
worthy and a hard worker. Who, in fact, had the sympathy of the 
community. My experience taught me that more than half of my 
success depended upon the right kind of boy to carry the papers. 

I started in with a rush, as I have said, and inside of three months 
I had gotten up to the $750 per thousand subscriber payment The 
whole thing was too easy, after the method had been discovered. Had 
I been shrewder I would not have boasted so much. Especially, I 
would not have told my brother all of the secrets of my success. I 
think James made a mistake, however, in greatly underestimating 
personalities, and overestimating methods. He did it in this case. (As 
long as he lived, it always seemed to me that he was trying to make 
silk purses out of sows* ears, always trying to build up success with a 
method, instead of with a man.) 

By this time, I was not only deriving a fair income from my city 
routes, but had become possessed of about $3,000, a considerable 
part of which came from my rural circulation work. In fact, I was rich. 
When James, with an eye to his own interests, advised me that he was 
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going to lay me off the country work so that I could give more atten- 
tion to building up my city routes, I was quite satisfied. 

When I quit the country work, James offered it to another reporter 
on the paper. He told him how well I had done. James offered him a 
sliding-scale compensation but at about one-third of the amount he 
had been paying me. Not merely this reporter, but other people were 
put at this work. The method I had discovered and invented was a 
good enough one, and the country circulation of the News continued 
to grow for years, although more slowly after my quitting. 

James E. Scripps was in no sense a natural-born editor; he was not 
a literary man naturally. He told me once that he was entitled to 
great credit for having learned what he had learned of books and 
literature and for becoming an editor, because of all things in the 
world which were most distasteful to him, he said literary pursuit was 
the worst. He said it required great force of will on his part always if 
he had to read any book for more than an hour. Reading always put 
him to sleep. 

I am the half brother of James E. Scripps. I like books, I like litera- 
ture. I never wanted to be an editor. I never wanted to be rich. I just 
wanted to write things for other people to read. I had an ambition to 
be a poetl Think of that! 

Was it my blood and breeding that made me an editor, or was it 
the family tradition, my grandfather, my cousin and my brother? I 
think it was family tradition. I think, too, that some of the talks that 
J. L. Scripps gave me when I was a freckle-faced, redheaded, bare- 
footed boy on the farm at Rushville kindled some of my ambition. 

I once personally knew quite well a man named John Young, who 
lived near Lexington, Kentucky. He was a great horse breeder. He 
told me that at the time of his speaking he owned one quarter of all 
the thoroughbred mares in the world. I remember what John Young 
told me: 
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"I don't care who the sire of this or that colt is or who the dam is. 
I want to know what kind of cousins the colt has. If nearly every one 
of the colt's cousins have been purse winners, that's the colt I want to 
buy, and having bought, I won't sell except for a high price. The dam 
and the sire may both be slow as the seven-year itch, but if the colt's 
cousins are all right then I have got a good chance of getting a purse 
winner." 

There are all sorts and conditions of men and women who are 
closely related to me by blood. By John Young's rule, I should be 
classed among the country storekeepers, bankers, preachers, at the 
best. The man who is always looking for evidences of trustworthiness 
of the law of inheritance is always able to find a great ancestor of a 
great man, and a great scoundrel as the ancestor of a scoundrel. 

A great deal may be learned by finding out how many great men 
have great scoundrels or poor, mean scoundrels as ancestors, and how 
many poor, miserable scoundrels have had great and good men for 
their grandfathers and great-grandfathers. I have in my veins exactly 
one-fourth the blood of my grandfather, and I believe one-eighth of 
the blood of John Locke Scripps, I have an idea that if my horse- 
breeder friend had depended entirely upon his knowledge of the 
traits of his colts' cousins, and not at all upon his own eye, to size tip 
a colt, he would have gone broke long before he owned anything like 
one-quarter of the thoroughbred mares in the world. 
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I Buck My Big Brother 



I CANNOT NOW fix the exact date when I became a practicing 
newspaperman. I can only guess backward from the winter of 1876 
and 1877. 1 know that at that time I was legislative correspondent for 
the Evening News at Lansing, Michigan. Before going to Lansing, I 
had been city editor of the News for a little time, and before that I 
had served more than a year as a reporter on the paper. 

This session of the legislature opened just three years and four 
months after the first issue of the Evening News. If I had been city 
editor for four months, that would leave three years between the time 
the paper started and my editorship. 

After I was laid off my country work, I went to my brother and told 
him that at last I had determined to become a reporter. Again he 
pooh-poohed me ? and stated that I would only succeed in making a 
very poor reporter out of a first-class businessman. I told him that 
was my affair. I gave him an ultimatum: I would go to work on the 
News or go on one of the other papers in the city. And I left him. I 
went to the city editor, Mr. Michael Dee, and told him I was going to 
be a reporter. He had been coached by my brother, and laughed at 
me, and sneered at me, and damned me for a fool. He said he only 
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wished he had my chance and my capacity; that he would not be 
burning up his good gray matter as a hired man. 

Dee had a weakness for free drinks, free lunches and free cigars 
from an all-around easy mark, such as I was. When he refused to em- 
ploy me, I imagined he was only carrying out orders. I went out and 
bought a cheap pine table and a chair. I set them in the local room, 
and I sat down by it with a pad of paper and began practicing rewrit- 
ing articles from other papers. I told Dee I was ready to do anything 
he wanted done in the way of getting news. I would he copy boy for 
him. I would run errands between the office and the reporters who 
were out on assignments. I would go to fires. I would, in fact, go and 
do anything he did not have anyone else to do for him. 

To have a free messenger boy in the office in the days when there 
was no telephone a messenger more than six feet long, more than 
half legs, easily able to walk four miles an hour and to run twice as 
far and never tire was something of an acquisition. For free smokes, 
and free drinks, and all sorts of flattery (and this Irishman did love 
flattery! ) I got lots of errands to do. I met people, and made every ac- 
quaintance I could. Because I was a Scripps I got consideration that 
would never have been given to an ordinary messenger boy. I had a 
big nose and a pushing habit. I was always asking questions of every- 
body. It was not possible, under the circumstances, for me to fail to 
get many tips and pointers. Sometimes I would be able to write out 
what I had learned with sufficient definiteness to enable the city edi- 
tor or some other reporter to make up from my contribution an item, 
and even occasionally an article. 

I went to night school to learn to write better and to learn to spell. 
I doubt if I gained anything by this at all, and abandoned it after a 
few months. But always I was working with my pencil and a pad of 
paper; writing imaginary items, or rewriting and condensing articles 
and items from any paper that came handy. 
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On most evening newspapers some member of the staff had to 
arrive early in the morning and cut up the morning papers, select 
items of local interest and put them on the editor's desk. Then he was 
supposed to rewrite, in the briefest possible form, the items that ap- 
peared in the morning paper. It was my brother's theory that his little 
evening paper should have in it everything that all the other papers, 
morning or evening, had, over and above the news of the day that 
came by wire or was gathered by the reporters. 

This rewriting was always a tedious job. There was always grum- 
bling from the reporter who was assigned this task for a week. There 
was one man on the staff who was particularly vicious on the subject. 
He was the best writer we had, a big Scotsman named Ross, He kept 
very irregular hours, was a regular nighthawk in fact, and could not 
endure early rising. I made it a point to get down to the News office 
every morning before even this man came, and, with an extra set of 
morning papers, I would begin the rewriting. I would then compare 
my stuff with the other fellow's as he did his rewriting. 

One day on Ross's turn for the morning work, what I had always 
expected happened: he was nearly half an hour late. I had done 
nearly all the rewriting myself, and suggested to him that he might 
find it easier to fix up my copy than to do all the rewriting himself. He 
grabbed my sheaf of copy to look at it, and went to work dressing it 
up. After two or three pages, he began to grunt with satisfaction. 
Then he compared my clippings ( they were "follow-up" stories ) with 
the original papers, and found our work was done before anyone else 
had come in. He turned to me with a string of curse words, damning 
James E. Scripps for being a pigheaded old fool, and the city editor, 
Dee, for being some sort of a damned Irishman, and said that I could 
do that work as well as anyone else in the office, and that it was a 
damned shame for a man like himself, Ross, to be required to turn 
out such chicken feed. 
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When Dee came in, Ross convinced him that my work was nearly 
good enough. After that the other reporters, in succession, took to 
staying away in the mornings, and I became the actual rewrite editor 
of the News. It was not many weeks before I had gotten the knack of 
doing the routine courthouse and city hall work. I was then a full- 
fledged cub reporter. 

But it was in the office that I was strongest. I began getting to the 
office even earlier than had been usual with me. I not only did the re- 
writes, but laid out the follow-up clippings and suggested the name of 
the reporter for the assignment. In a short time I was really the assist- 
ant city editor, with Mr. Dee only supervising and inspecting my 
work. The city editor began coming to the office later and later. Re- 
lieved of a great deal of the routine work of a city editor, he was able 
to let himself out, as he particularly liked to do, and write brilliant 
articles himself. It was not many months before he was only titular 
city editor and I was actual city editor. 

My brother James, acting as editor of the paper, made it a point 
never to allow a word to be printed in the Evening News until it had 
passed under his eyes. He soon enough discovered both the amount 
and the quality of my work. He also had a trick of taking stock of his 
writers. Every day after the paper was off, he sat down and marked 
the paper, putting on every article and every small item the initial of 
the man who wrote it. 

One day he called me in and told me that it was hard work for hrai 
to keep track of the local room, and asked me to do this part of his 
paper marking. I remember how astonished I was after marking up 
my first paper. More than half of the local matter, which included the 
rewrite, was actually my work. 

In the meantime I had taken to rewriting telegraph and general 
news, thus relieving the managing editor of a large part of his work. 

The end of my first year was approaching, During this whole year 
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I had received no salary and no recognition of any kind. With the aid 
of the plant foreman, a fellow named Matthews who was a great ad- 
mirer of mine, I undertook to mark up the whole paper. James E. 
Scripps was very fond of clippings. He held that a great variety, not 
only of subjects, but of authors, in any one newspaper was good for 
the paper. I often scolded him and quarreled with him for leaving out 
perfectly good local matter in order to put in some article he had 
clipped or condensed from a New York, Boston or Chicago news- 
paper. Against these clipped items was the mark "clip." In time, I 
gathered a number of papers of consecutive issue wherein items 
credited to E. W. Scripps amounted to from one-fourth to nearly 
one-half of the whole paper. 

At the end of the year, I took these papers to my brother James, 
and told him I had finished my apprenticeship, and that I was now 
ready for business. He chuckled and grinned and said he thought that 
was about right. He immediately wrote out a check for $520, at the 
rate of $10 a week salary for the whole year I had served. Fifteen 
dollars a week was about the average salary of Detroit reporters. 

I also had a serious talk with my brother on another matter. I in- 
formed him that his so-called managing editor was an old stick, that 
his work on the editorial column was so stupid that it made all of us 
of the city staff ashamed of it. I pointed out some brilliant examples 
of Mr. Dee's writing, and suggested the appointment of Dee as editor 
and editorial writer. Dee was getting $30 weekly as city editor, and 
would gladly take the editorship at the same price. We had a perfectly 
good city editor on hand to take Dee's place for $15 a week. 

Dee got his promotion, and I got mine. 

The staff of the News in those days was about as wild and reckless 
a bunch of newspapermen as I have ever known gathered in one 
room. The staff was the reason the paper thrived so lustily. My 
brother, by purest chance, gathered on his staff a group of men who 
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surprised my brother, surprised the community, and even surprised 
themselves, by their brilliance of mind and force. Named in the order, 
not of their merit, but of their emergence into conspicuousness, these 
men were: 

"R. B. Ross, an ex-printer, ex-hobo, ex-Confederate captain, ex- 
blockade runner, ex-country editor who had failed. He was a great 
big six-foot-two Scotsman who looked tough, as he had lived for 
many years before what could be called a very rough life. 

Michael Dee, an Irishman, ex-printer, ex-reporter of a Chicago 
newspaper, and an ex-editor of a daily paper founded by labor union- 
ists in Detroit. He had a brilliant mind. He was a poor city editor, but 
a magnificent writer of local copy and of editorials. 

Thompson J. Hudson, a man of mature years even when the News 
started, a lawyer who had failed at being a lawyer, a politician who 
had failed to get a remunerative office, a humorist and a droll, a phi- 
losopher, and a writer of books who had become wise by his reading 
and his observation. 

E.W. Scripps, who, even before he became a writing journalist, had 
established himself as a member of the local-room gang, and who 
acted as a sort of go-between and intriguer between the local staff of 
the News and its editor and owner, and who, later as de facto editor, 
and then city editor, tried to exercise no control or government over 
his staff at all, but incited every man on it to raise as much hell as 
possible. 

Henry Little, who could imagine more things than ever could possi- 
bly happen, and whose fiction was better than most reported facts. 

With a staff like this, it is not surprising that our paper was, for 
those times, flagrantly sensational, the News had a number of libel 
suits. It frequently got mulcted for heavy damages. Yet a funny thing 
happened. So great was the popular interest in the subjects we wrote 
about and were sued for, and so great was the public's sympathy with 

63 



Damned Old Crank 

the News in these fights, that each of the suits was accompanied by 
large increases in circulation and prestige, and hence, advertising re- 
turns. Instead of a sag in the profit line, there was an upward trend. 

The Detroit Evening News was practically the founder of what is 
known, as "personal journalism/* Rich rascals found that, as far a,s the 
reporters of the News were concerned, they were living in glass 
houses, and that they had no means of protecting themselves from 
public exposure. This applied to rich men who were affected with 
petty meannesses, so-called respectable men in political offices who 
were doing wrong things, clergymen who had faults that unfitted 
them for church service or even decent society, professional 
mendoctors, lawyers, and even judges on the bench who had de- 
pended upon the cloak of their respectability, or position, to cover 
a misdeed. 

The Detroit News gained a reputation almost nationwide for its 
attitude. About this time the Scripps family was described by some- 
one as "a tribe of Ishmaelites, whose hands were against everybody, 
and against whom everybody's hands were raised/* My brother was 
a timid man. How keenly he felt this reputation nobody outside his 
family knew. He felt and said he was a victim of circumstances over 
which he -had no control, that he was being damned for deeds that he 
had never done and had never wanted done. 

One time the scallawag staff of the News elected a mayor of Detroit, 
practically over the dead body of its owner. 

The central figure in this election was a young man then coming 
into prominence m Detroit, William G. Thompson. Thompson had 
come from somewhere in the East, was a member of an aristocratic 
family. He had married, in Detroit, the daughter and heir of one of 
Detroit's wealthiest citizens, 

Thompson was naturally a sport. He was bright and intelligent in 
a way. He got into the game of politics for fun. He was a crony of 
Ross's, and a companion of that roistering Scotsman in many of his 
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orgies with both men and women of the sporting life. Thompson was 
genial and amiable, and liberal in furnishing entertainment to our 
crowd on the News. 

At the time of this mayoralty election, the town was surprised at 
the gall and impudence of young Thompson in presenting himself as 
a candidate for mayor. He ran against one of the oldest, most respect- 
able and well-to-do of the city's residents, a man whose patronage and 
condescending friendship had won my brother to him completely. 

The first gun of the campaign was fired by the News in the form of 
an editorial, written by my brother himself, favoring his friend. 

The next thing was a war council in the local room of the Evening 
News. We decided that we wanted Thompson for mayor. The ques- 
tion was to elect him. Even Thompson's own party papers were giving 
him lame support. With the influential News against him it would be 
reckoned that his chances were hopeless. 

I brought the local crowd the orders directly issued to me, that the 
local staff must heartily support my brother's candidate. How to obey 
this order, from the editor and owner, and at the same time support 
our manthat was the question. 

It did not prove such a difficult problem when it was submitted to 
such a coterie. We were well acquainted with my brother's disposition 
to be obtuse on some subjects. We still better knew that the editor 
lived such a secluded life that he had in no way been touched by 
politics or even by the people of the city themselves. We knew that he 
was so hard at worksixteen hours a day in his office and at home, 
with the details of the business, that he could never give a second 
thought to any subject after he had decided and given his orders. We 
proposed to elect Thompson for mayor by abusing him roundly when 
he proposed something the public would highly approve of, and by 
praising his antagonist for doing those things and being those things 
that we knew the public would detest 

After our first conference, we retired to Ross's living rooms and sent 
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for Thompson to join us. He entered into the plans with enthusiasm, 
and told us he would see to it, not only in his public speeches, but in 
all his perambulations about the city, and in his activities and asso- 
ciations, that we would be furnished with mines of copy suited to our 
purpose. He agreed that he would invent things himself, and allow us 
to draw on our own imaginations for other things to say about him, so 
that we would have plenty of material for denouncing him for doing 
and being what would please the voters "the great rough masses of 
the horny hand," as he called them. 

His opponent, on the other hand, was to be trailed. ^His meetings 
with bank directors, his attendance on social functions, the splendor 
of his home, the number of his servants, etc., were all to be dwelt on 
in such a commendatory way as not only to tickle the candidate's 
vanity, but to gain as well the complete approval of his social set. 

This was the background of the constant pre-election duel between 
the editor of the paper and his assistant editor, the editorial writer, 
and the local room gang. My brother was wonderfully pleased with 
what he considered the hearty and cordial co-operation of the local 
room with his editorial policy. 

Election day came, and Thompson won out by a magnificent ma- 
jority. It is possible that no one but Thompson and the local staff of 
the Evening News, prior to the election, even dreamed of the result. 

I suspect that James later waked up to the trick that had been 
played on him, For, from a certain date later, he was always suspi- 
cious, not only of the local room as a whole, but of me in particular. 
He selected one editor-in-chief after another, in order to find some 
man who could control the local staff. Yet he did not dare to fire one 
of his local men, all of whom were proving their tremendous value by 
causing the News's circulation and influence to grow so rapidly. 

I imagine that one cause of my brother's long and bitter antagonism 
to me was the memory of the suffering he had once gone through be- 
cause of my activities as city editor. 
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The only result of these activities, as I liave said, was to advertise 
the News more extensively as being enterprising, and gain for it a 
larger and larger circulation. Finally, it dawned on the respectable 
citizens of Detroit the victims of our "personal joumalism"--that the 
only way to squelch the Scrippses was to put some of them in jail. 
They began to talk about criminal libel suits. 

James told me that he proposed to turn the Evening News into a 
corporation, in order to avoid personal liability or criminal libel. 
Those were the days when a speaker had characterized corporations 
as things that "had no souls to be damned, nor noses to be punched/' 
James said he did not mind civil suits, even when damages had to be 
paid, but that he could not endure the idea of being convicted as a 
criminal. 

For James to think was for him to act, unless there was someone at 
hand to restrain him. Almost immediately he set about to incorporate 
the News. Despite his long experience as a newspaperman, James 
knew little about the law. He soon learned that under Michigan law a 
corporation would have to have five stockholders and five directors. 
James was averse to stock companies. What he really wanted was a 
closed corporation, a corporation with all the advantages of a part- 
nership. 

He said the News must be in large blocks, with no share worth less 
than $1,000. He did this to reduce to a minimum the danger of stock- 
holders parting easily with small shares. He proposed to incorporate 
the News for $50,000. When it came to selecting the stockholders, his 
desire for a closed corporation le.d him to confine the stockholding to 
the family. It was necessary, of course, to reduce the holdings of his 
two partners, my brother George and sister Ellen. George insisted on 
keeping his full one-third of the whole concern. To do so, he would 
have to have sixteen and two-thirds of the total shares. We finally in- 
duced him to take sixteen shares. James took thirty shares. Two shares 
were allotted to Ellen, one share to me, and one to John Scripps 
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Sweeney, a cousin, and a most valued member of the business staff. 

Although the Evening News was incorporated for $50,000, it had 
actually cost as the books showed at the time of incorpora- 
tion-$30,000. The new stockholders were assessed $600 for our $1,000 
shares. This incorporation took place some forty years ago. I have 
held my one share of stock ever since. It represents two per cent of 
the value of the whole property. I think there have been very few 
cases where any investment paid the investor so well as this $600 paid 
me. My first year's dividend was not less than ten per cent of the 
amount of the investment. Each succeeding year, from that time, 
my dividends have grown larger, until the year 1914, when they 
amounted to $6,000 or more. 

My brother James and I have had many bitter quarrels since that 
time. More than once in the early days he suggested that I sell my 
share of stock to him, and that Ellen should sell hers to him also. But 
for the last thirty years of his life, I must say he has never intimated 
any desire to get hold of my stock, I think that both sentimentality 
and a certain kind of superstition prompted him in his desire that I 
should keep this stock. This year (1915) it is earning six per cent on 
$120,000. I doubt not that I could sell this stock for $120,000, I am 
reasonably certain in my own mind that this stock will go on increas- 
ing in value, for another generation, at the rate of six to ten per cent in 
value, besides paying big dividends. 

This little $600 nest egg of mine has proved to have had other great 
values, Had I not possessed it, I would not have had the collateral that 
was absolutely necessary for me to put up in order to borrow the 
money for my share of the Cleveland Press on its foundation, in the 
fall of 1878. 

In fact, if my memory serves me right, this $600 is the seed from 
which has grown the whole of my present estate. I cannot recall any 
other capital that has come into my possession ( excepting one block) , 
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that did not come directly and lineally from this one share of Evening 
News stock. Other money I had made prior to this time seems to have 
slipped away from me, lost or spent, and not carried over into any 
future business enterprise. I suppose it all went into my social educa- 
tion, which was largely composed of love affairs. 

( That block of my fortune which I speak of as deriving from other 
sources than my first investment in the Evening News was an inherit- 
ance from my brother George, who died in April, 1900. This inherit- 
ance amounted to about $750,000.) 

I believe that during the first twenty-five years of the existence of 
the News, James E. Scripps never even got near the position of being 
able to control his own newspaper's policy. He fretted and com- 
plained often on the subject; and, many times, reproached me for 
having been the instigator of a perpetual and irrepressible rebellion. 
I used to maintain to him that it was only because he had been unable 
to control his staff that his paper had succeeded. He said, in contra- 
diction, that his staff could have done just as brilliant work and made 
just as popular a paper had we proceeded along the lines that he 
wanted. 

About thirty-five years after the founding of the News, James E., 
through one of his sons-in-law, became owner and controller of the 
Chicago Journal. This property proved a mighty loser. My brother 
tried to do in Chicago what he had always maintained that, but for 
my treachery, he could have done in Detroit. He was trying to make a 
great and powerful paper by making it extremely respectable that 
is to say, respectable to capitalists and corporate interests. 

The paper got into very bad shape. I had met my brother in 
Chicago, in the early days of this century, to discuss several business 
matters among them, the subject of the Chicago Journal. We were 
talking about whether it would be wise for the Journal to be turned 
over to me, to be managed and controlled in conjunction with my 
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other papers. My brother James preferred to keep the controlling 
share o stock, but was willing to bear even a greater proportion of 
the costs than his stockholdings required. 

We were both stopping at the Great Northern Hotel in Chicago. I 
had a suite of rooms in a corner in a way that projected out to look 
down on the main thoroughfare. My parlor had a large circular win- 
dow looking down on this street. Just at that time, there was prevail- 
ing one of those mighty labor union strikes that so often afflicted 
Chicago. It was a teamsters* strike. 

A riot broke out in the street below while James and I were standing 
at the open window. The noise was terrific. While James looked down 
on the mob, his face was working with disgust and anger. He kept 
jingling his keys in his hand. 

"Oh, Ed," he said, "I only wish I was mayor of this city, or some 
other city, when some such thing as this was going on. I would sure 
enough teach these fellows a lesson that they would remember, as 
would every other workingman in the city." 

To shut out the noise, I closed the window, and we went back and 
settled down on the sofa to continue our talk. 

"I know that you meant what you said just now/* I told James. "It 
is because you are running a paper here in Chicago from the stand- 
point of a man who thinks as you do that you are losing $200,000 
yearly. 'We might as well drop the discussion of the Journal. I will 
never waste any of my time trying to run a paper which you control. 
It was hard enough in the old days to run the News, when you were 
too poor to risk your chance for success by discharging men who un- 
derstood and sympathized with just such poor devils as those rioters 
in the streets below." 
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VI 

Bad Habits, I: Wicked Women, etc. 



A MAN'S LIFE story that does not include a fairly accurate syn- 
opsis of his sex experience is, to be trite, like the play of 
Hamlet with Hamlet left out When you consider that man's chief 
role in this earth stage is the continuance of the existence of the race, 
it is easy to see the absurdity of leaving out of a life story that which is, 
biologically speaking, the sole object of that life's existence. 

On my sixteenth birthday I measured myself and found I was a full 
six feet tall though I weighed scarcely one hundred twenty pounds. I 
was long, thin and gawky. The beard on my face began to grow be- 
fore I was fourteen. I sometimes shaved but I was clumsy about it 
and always cut my face so I preferred to resort to the barber. But 
what was the good of shaving? I wore rough clothes. I never went to 
parties. What was the good of wasting rny time and my money in 
barbershops? I rarely shaved. 

I was redheaded, and I had a great mop of hair. It caused me to 
spend twenty-five cents every time the barber cut it, so I let it grow. 
To say I wasn't vain because I didn't dress well or shave and keep my 
hair trimmed, would be to say something false. I became quite proud 
of my great mane of auburn hair and even the silky, thin beard which 
grew on my face. Yes, I was proud of my personal appearance. 
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There was an old, a very old woman living in a cottage near the 
building where I used to go to school. The old woman had a niece or 
a grandaughter. She was a homely little creature. When I happened 
to be in the post office with a lot of the village youth, girls and boys 
(the boys dressed in store clothes and even wearing white collars), 
one of the girls told the party, to plague me, that a few days before 
she had been talking to this drab. She reported that tile girl had said, 
"I don't care if he is redheaded. Ed Scripps is the prettiest boy in 
town/' Now this must be as nearly as possible a true story. I wasn't 
flattered by what she had said about me. In fact I was mortified. She 
was a poor, and poorly dressed kind of a girl. If one of these village 
aristocrats had said the same thing of me I would have swelled with 
pride. So it appears that I was not only proud but decidedly vain. 

So far back as I can remember, I was sex-conscious. I suppose most 
men had the same experiences, although I judge from what many 
have told me that each one has considered his own case unique, or 
nearly so. 

I doubt if the exposure to temptation for boys in the country is less 
than it is in the city. I sometimes think it must be greater. Girls or 
young women are to be found everywhere who are only too willing 
to give instructions to young boys. 

My youthful experiences, and the conditions around me, were such 
as to cause me considerable anxiety. Injunctions to secrecy and in- 
stinctive modesty constantly impressed me with the idea of my wick- 
edness. My first idea of the meaning of the word hypocrisy was 
coupled with these first experiences of mine. It seemed to me that I 
was a hypocrite, and that a great many other young fellows around 
me were also hypocrites. We pretended to be what we were not. 

Whether or not continency in young boys and young men is pos- 
sible, I have no personal means of knowing. It certainly did seem to 
me that it was impossible, and that I really had no right to blame the 
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temptresses, although they certainly seemed to take the leading part 
in our mutual transgressions. 

There were girls, and girls! I thought 

As a young man I was exceedingly diffident in my relations with 
those whom I considered nice girls of my years. The consciousness of 
my own transgressions was always accusing me. I always felt not only 
embarrassed, but guilty of wronging these nice girls and young 
women by associating with them. Shortly after reaching adolescence 
I sought to escape this embarrassment for a time by avoiding the com- 
panionship of young women whom I thought above my own moral 
class. 

(From time to time I had expressed to women of mature age my 
conviction that the woman and not the man was the real pursuer. 
Great subtlety on the part of the woman in this pursuit may be the 
chief cause for the commonly expressedthough perhaps not com- 
monly believed idea that the man is always the brute and the woman 
the victim. ) 

I determined when quite young to escape from this continual self- 
condemnation and temptation by marrying early. Romance, of the 
ordinary Anglo-Saxon storybook variety, had played but a small part 
in my life. My mind was so set on this utilitarian view of marriage 
that there was little room for play and the development of what is 
alleged to be romance. I sought a mate. I sought diligently. I had my 
youthful ambitions and no doubt that the future held for me a worldly 
position that would require my wife to be above reproach and beyond 
the suspicion of having had anything like a loose past. I fully expected 
to hold such a prominent position that inevitably the past lif e of my- 
self and my wife would become known. But for this, I would have cut 
the Gordian knot of all my difficulties by marrying some young 
woman with whom I had been intimate. 

As time went on, and the history of my amours extended, I came to 
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feel that it would be hopeless for me to try to conceal my past, and 
that I would do a great injustice to any pure woman who should 
marry me without complete knowledge of my past. Over a period of 
several years at least I discussed this subject with myself. I finally con- 
cluded that all the nice girls in the world would have to go unmarried 
if they did not marry men of my own character. I determined, when 
the time came, to assert my right and marry the nice girl. 

At least I have been enough of a gentleman never to commit adul- 
tery. Nor have I ever been the party to blame for the first step in an 
immoral dirction by any girl or young woman. I had been very early 
in my life instructed on the subject of venereal diseases, and the last- 
ing effect on any victim of such a disease. In one respect at least I was 
physically pure. I was not the carrier of any poisonous germs. 

When I finally determined on my right to marry any girl of my 
choice, if I could win her consent, I chose a somewhat different course 
from that which I had pursued for a few years. I had had a number of 
experiences with young women who Tknew how to take care of them- 
selves." As I had considerable to do around the theaters as a news- 
paperman, I had a rather wide acquaintance among actresses. I had 
not been very careful in the matter of showing myself publicly with 
young women who, though not of the demimonde, were still not 
above suspicion. I adopted a course that might be called temporary 
monogamy. I chose a mistress who was as little inclined to public re- 
proach as I was myself. One result of this was that I had far more time 
and freedom to devote to the society of nice people. It was now 
certain that I would not be in danger of having my propensity for 
bad company exposed by casual encounters, or by the general talk of 
men of all classes and women of some classes. 

I made a number of efforts as one might say to reform myself and 
be entirely continent. They proved entirely vain. Conditions being as 
they were, it was physically impossible for me to practice celibacy 
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for more than a very brief period of days, or, at the most, weeks. 
During these periods of torture for they were nothing less I felt 
more debased than at any other time, because my mind was so pre- 
occupied with the subject as to make me feel all the time that I was 
unclean clear through to the core. Intelligent and perfective work in 
my profession was impossible. Walking and running, rowing and 
swimming, the most violent kind of exercises, had to be kept up by me 
all of the time to make existence endurable. 

Prior to this reforming of my customs, I had never given thought to 
dress or any of the accomplishments supposed to be the possessions of 
young men who are attractive to young ladies. I now began to pay 
much attention to my dress. Clumsy, awkward and loutish as I was, I 
undertook to learn dancing. I studied the carriage and expression of 
the young beaux. I practiced, before the mirror, various poses, and 
gestures, and facial expressions. I made a business of trying to make 
myself into a dandy. 

I always had, because of my position, some sort of acquaintance- 
ship and companionship among nice young ladies. I set out deliber- 
ately to widen as far as possible this circle of acquaintanceship. But 
all the time I was looking for a wife. 

It must not be supposed I grew to young manhood without the 
usual number of heart affairs. I had known several young women who 
were nice, and with whom, for a greater or shorter period of time, I 
thought I was in love. Even with the other sort of girls, there had been 
several who had attracted me immensely. In fact, I had been at times 
violently in love with them, notwithstanding my relations with them 
and my knowledge that they must have had similar relations with 
other men. 

After I had already taken the necessary. first steps toward the ac- 
complishment of place and position, I felt my advances to various 
nice young ladies were acceptable, were surprisingly acceptable. I 
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recognized soon enough that my eligibility, or supposed eligibility as 
a husband was valued more highly than my natural or assumed 
graces. This realization, so far from humiliating me, rather gratified 
nie. I preferred to have my position recognized as being desirable, 
rather than my person. I thought none the less of a girl when I be- 
lieved that she had sense enough to appreciate my position, and my 
ability greatly to improve that position. I felt extremely vain on more 
than one occasion when a "managing mamma" took an interest in my 
attentions to her daughter. 

The first of my successes at about this period involved a certain 
very well-to-do Israelite whose home I frequently passed. This man 
had two pretty daughters. One of them I thought was really extra- 
ordinarily beautiful. In those days, I was very much attracted by a 
beautiful face. It was easy enough to get an introduction, and I was 
warmly welcomed by both daughters and mamma. I soon enough was 
paying constant attention to the beauty. The father found out about 
me, and undertook to find out more about me. It was a serious matter 
for him, an orthodox Jew, to think of the possibility of a gentile son- 
in-law. He was a large stockholder in the Michigan Central Railroad. 
James F. Joy was then president of the railroad, and H.B. Ledger was 
treasurer. As a newspaperman, I knew both these men. Mr. Joy had 
been, for a number of years, an intimate of my brother's; it was easy 
enough for the father of my sweetheart to discover who I was, and the 
kind of family I belonged to. Mr. Ledger was a rather grave and seri- 
ous sort of young man (then in his early thirties) and, on my coming 
into his office one day, he spoke to me on the subject, much to his em- 
barrassment. I was in the office of President Joy a few minutes later, 
and he, rather jokingly, complimented me on my thrift and told me he 
was not throwing any obstacles in my way. He intimated that he had 
told one of his friends if I should follow in the footsteps of my elder 
brother, I might be considered a desirable party. 

I was by no means sure of the girl herself. It seemed to me that she 
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was very fond of being seen in public in my company. She liked es- 
pecially for me to take her to the theater. As in those days I had en- 
trance to the theaters without charge, I was able to gratify her love 
for the stage without seriously depleting my narrow finances. I had 
rny doubts as to whether she was attracted by my position, by the fact 
that I was a gentile, or by my personality. I had become conspicuous, 
both on account of .the beauty of my companion, and because she was 
a Jewess. My friends and acquaintances began to joke me too much 
for my comfort by calling me "Abraham." They warned me of the 
great physical pain that I would have to endure in order to become 
acceptable to a Jewish family. 

There were few Jews in Detroit in those days, and I think there had 
been no intermarriages between Jews and gentiles. All this set me to 
thinking pretty hard. I thought I was very much in love with the girl, 
but I was embarrassed by two conditions: I hated to make myself a 
marked man by marrying a Jewess; and, from the standpoint of my 
poverty, her father could be reckoned a very wealthy man. I had a 
tremendous aversion to the idea of ever being, in any way, inferior to 
my wife. It was simply intolerable for me to think of that old man ex- 
ercising influence over me, directly or indirectly through his daugh- 
ter. But I think the main thing that scared me off was the taunts and 
jests of my friends and associates who called me "Abraham." 

I have always been ashamed of this incident in my life. The girl was 
so exceedingly pretty, and she was so very nice and kind to me. 

About this time, something occurred to take me out of the city, and 
keep me away for several weeks. When I returned, I did not again re- 
turn to see the girl. 

Some years later, when I was sitting in my editor's room in the office 
of the Cleveland Press, two cards were brought to me. I recognized 
the man's name and remembered him very well. He was a Detroit 
citizen, wealthy and prominent. I did not know his wife. It seemed to 
me his wife had died; but the other card was evidently that of his 
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wife. I sent for them. They came into my room. I knew that there was 
no particular occasion for this man's calling on me, but when he came 
in with his wife, I immediately recognized the reason. She was my old 
friend, the Jewess. She was six or seven years older than when I knew 
her, but she did not look it. She was still beautiful, very beautiful. The 
gentleman told me that his wife had been the occasion of their visit 
to my office, that she was an old friend of mine, that she was deter- 
mined not to leave Cleveland until she saw me, that she wanted to 
see me in my office and nowhere else. 

She had waited a long time to marry, and then had married an old 
widower with two or three children. She came and took a seat beside 
me at the desk. On two or three occasions, when her husband was 
looking away from us, she gave me a very hard, and, I thought, re- 
proachful look. As I sat there with her, I felt my face fairly flaming 
red and hot with shame. That woman knew I had deserted her be- 
cause she was a Jewess. I believe that she came and dragged in her 
old husband with her for no other purpose than to give me a bad 
quarter of an hour. She succeeded in not only giving me a bad quarter 
of an hour, but many and many a one since. 

I know I was not desperately in love with her. If I had been, I 
would not have treated her as I did. What I was ashamed of was that 
I had been afraid of the jeers of a lot of very useless young men, and 
because I had been so careless in trying to attract her regard without 
giving any thought to the result. 

My general reputation, however, caused me a lot of trouble. Once, 
when I was editor of the Cincinnati Post, I was called on in my office 
by a young woman in whom I had once been very greatly interested. 
She told me that she had come to Cincinnati to resume our old 
relations. 

"It's impossible,** I told her. 

She insisted. 

I told her that she must leave me immediately. 

78 



Bad Habits, I: WickedWomen, etc. 

She was a beautiful divorcee, and had been, I believe, very much 
attached to me, notwithstanding the irregularity of our alliance* 

She informed me in a very decided way that she would not permit 
me to cast her off. 

Since I had been in Europe and had not seen her for more than two 
years, and since our parting had not been caused by desertion on my 
part, I did not consider the matter one of "casting off." I was strug- 
gling mentally against my propensities, and against nature that was 
crying out within me. The temptation to give way was tremendous. I 
felt that I could not trust myself to too long a siege, so I determined to 
close the incident in the only way that I felt it could be permanently 
closed. 

I knew that I could not be considered an object of blackmail. I did 
not believe the woman wanted to blackmail me, in the sense that she 
wanted money. I had known of her lif e from the time I had last seen 
her to when she visited me in Cincinnati. She was well-provided for 
by a lover who possessed considerable means and wanted to make her 
his wife. He finally did. 

I directed that an official from the police department be called for. 
At the same time I directed that the reporters of the three other papers 
in the city be called in. I then told the woman that I proposed to make 
a holy show of myself and secure it complete publicity. 

She did not believe me. 

The police officer, the reporters, and my business associate, Mr. 
Milton McRae, all appeared on the scene to join us, within a short 
time. 

McRae was frightened at what I was about to do. He protested that 
it would be a great injury to the paper. I told him that, injury or no 
injury, this matter had to be settled then and there and forever. 

I told the plain-clothes detective and the three reporters that for 
some time, up to a period of two or three years before, the woman 
who was present and I had been intimate. I said that the period of 
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intimacy had closed by mutual consent, and that she now had re- 
turned determined to take up the old relations and had made a disa- 
greeable scene. 

The story was a short enough one. It was sufficiently sordid and 
vulgar to cause me considerable pain in relating it. 

I then told the woman there was nothing more she could do, and 
that she had better leave. The officer informed her that she must leave 
or submit to arrest. He pointed out that her action was clearly illegal, 
and that, according to her statement, her purpose in Cincinnati was 
to disturb the peace. 

There was no scene, no tears and protests. The woman had been 
surprised by my actions, which was natural. On the other hand, I 
think she was gratified at the prospect of the publicity she was to get 
and at the prospect of her name being coupled with mine. Further- 
more, I think I lost nothing of her respecta certain sort of devotion 
that such women have for their lovers by the course I had taken. 

With a smile on her face, a friendly smile rather than otherwise, 
she parted with me, and announced to the officer that she would go 
with him to the station. 

McRae's first business was to accompany the officer and the woman. 
He said the officer soon convinced the woman that her remaining in 
Cincinnati would only be disagreeable to her. Then McRae furnished 
her with sufficient money, bought her a ticket and put her on the train. 

McRae's next business was to attempt to suppress the account that 
I had given to the reporters so that it would not be published. He ap- 
pealed directly to the publishers of the other Cincinnati papers for 
their consent not to publish it. 

One of them said he would not publish it if I personally requested 
him not to. Another said he would not publish it if none of the other 
papers would. 

Mr. Murat Halstead's reporter came back to me to see if I had made 
the request. I told him it was legitimate news, but that I did not intend 
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to publish it in my own paper. I told him that Mr. Halstead, as editor 
of the Commercial Gazette, was the only person to decide whether or 
not an item of news should be published in his paper. I sent word to 
Mr. Halstead that, in a similar case where he and his family might be 
involved, I would not suppress such an item of legitimate news, at his 
or anyone else's request. 

The article was published in both the Enquirer and the Commer- 
cial Gazette. It was given sensational headlines. Both of the papers, as 
I remember, did me the justice of giving my statement as to why I 
caused the arrest that is, my resolve to live, thereafter, a clean life. 

The incident attracted considerable attention throughout the coun- 
try, and a number of papers published the story in one form or an- 
other. One of the nation s leading papers devoted to it a column on 
its editorial page, headed "Divorce without Marriage/' 

McRae, when he failed in having the article suppressed, was com- 
pletely discouraged. He sought me out in my Cincinnati hotel and 
told me I had ruined the Post beyond redemption. 

I told him that I had caused myself considerable trouble, and made 
public an incident that would probably return to plague me as long as 
I lived. But I added the belief that I had still done a far better thing 
for myself than I would have done had I either submitted to the temp- 
tation of resuming intimacy with the woman, or attempted some 
shameful and cowardly course to eliminate her from my life. I also 
told McRae that he need have no fear of the Post suffering. I said I 
believed that among the class of men that he had to deal with the 
businessmen of the community there was perhaps not a single indi- 
vidual who had not, at one time in his life, been embarrassed with a 
mistress. I told him that most of these men had made large sacrifices, 
either of money or principles, to hide their shame, and all of these men 
and the general public of men would rather admire me and envy me 
for doing something that each of them lacked the courage to do. 

McRae afterward told me that when he started out the day after 
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the incident, after the morning papers had published the news of it, 
he dreaded meeting his customers. However, he admitted that as he 
went down the line he found things much as I had said they would be. 
Some of his customers joked with him about the incident and laughed. 
Others spoke with some admiration. Even those very really or affect- 
edly pious men expressed their satisfaction with the man whose deeds 
coincided with, the principles enunciated by his papers. 

The incident was not a nine-day wonder. It was hardly a twenty- 
four-hour wonder. It does not occur to me that I have ever heard of 
anyone speaking of it. When, some two years later, one of the papers 
took up the old story and published it the paper was universally 
condemned. 

There were other cases where events did not proceed so far as in 
the cases I have mentioned. My career was not that of a universal con- 
queror. On two occasions, proposals of marriage by me were turned 
down cold, as the boys would say. 

I can recall four actual engagements of marriage. In each case I had 
proposed marriage in good faith, and believe that I was accepted in 
good faith. I think there were no less than three of these cases wherein 
the young lady changed her mind. And, in the one in which I changed 
my mind, I was reduced to a pitiable state of embarrassment and 
shame in breaking off the match. This time it was not only that I had 
lost all feeling of affection that had temporarily affected me, but I 
had found out that there had been several cases of insanity in the 
family. This young lady later went on the stage, against her parents* 
will, and developed a reputation for being very eccentric. This, I 
thought to myself when I heard about it, was only a form of the family 
mental trait. 

I have told enough of my experiences to indicate how natural has 
been my development. For many years I have sought to avoid as much 
trouble as possible, by avoiding whenever possible, all association, 
either business or social, with women. I learned that whatever may be 
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the capacities of other men, my capacities as a ladies' man are so small 
that they are not more than enough to do justice to the one woman 
who has a right to all that I can give. 

I met my wife in a little village in South Ohio. She was the only 
child of a Presbyterian minister of that section. My wife's father was, 
I think, one of the most simple-minded, unworldly-wise men I ever 
knew. I thought that, inasmuch as I could not speak of such things to 
the girl, I ought at least to let her parents know what sort of man the 
suitor for their daughter's hand was. I felt called upon to do the un- 
American thing, namely, to ask the girl's father before asking the girl 
herself. I undertook to do so one evening, when the old gentleman and 
I were alone together. I intended to make a rather long speech of it, 
and explain a good many things. I wanted to say to him, myself, all 
of the things that he or anyone else might possibly hear of later. 

As my courting had been carried on entirely in the girl's home and 
in the immediate neighborhood of the village, my father-in-law was 
not at all surprised when I came to speak of the subject. Of the several 
sentences that I had spoken, all that he seemed to have heard was that 
I wanted to marry his daughter. From there on he took the words out 
of my mouth, and stated that he only had one question to ask me, and 
that was, whether I had ever been divorced. As I was twelve years 
older than his daughter I was thirty-one, and she nineteenit was 
evident to him that there had been plenty of time for me to have had 
previous marital experiences. 

It seems that, just at that time, there was considerable attention 
being paid, by the ministers, to the question of the propriety of di- 
vorced people marrying, or of ministers marrying one or the other of 
the parties who had been divorced. I was rather stumped for a reply 
to this question. I had wanted to tell him how many., many separa- 
tions I had had; but I could not honestly tell him that I had been 
divorced. 

I made two or three more futile efforts to make a clean breast of the 
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situation. It was all in vain. So I let him go happy and contented with 
the thought that his girl was going to marry a man who had never 
committed the sin of being divorced from his wife. 



VII 

Bad Habits, II; Alcohol, Nicotine, etc. 



FROM THE time I took my first drink of alcohol on my twenty-first 
birthday, until I was well along in my forty-sixth year, I drank so 
much whiskey, not on what are called "sprees" but in steady tippling, 
as to cause every doctor I had spoken to about the case to believe I 
was a liar when I told about it They declared no man could drink so. 
much as I said I drank and live for more than a year. I think that dur- 
ing this twenty-five years rarely did a day pass that I did not drink 
alcohol to the equivalent of more than four quarts of whiskey. I was 
a f orty-drink-a-day man. 

Traveling on the railroad cars, I always had a large flask of raked 
water and whiskey under my pillow, so that during the night I would 
drink at least a pint of whiskey. At home I always had a decanter on 
the table at my bedside with a siphon or a bottle of plain water. For 
nearly twenty-five years, I believe that day and night I was never en- 
tirely out from under the influence of alcohol. 

When I was fourteen a very good old cousin of the family, the 
Sunday-school superintendent in Rushville, a very pious and very 
zealous man in all things moral, founded a Good Templar Lodge in 
our community. Its aim was to redeem drunkards, to keep boys and 
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young men from acquiring the habits of drinking and smoking. Some- 
how I was induced to join the lodge. A part of the initiation ceremony 
was a solemn oath taken by the candidate: "Never so long as life lasts 
will I use alcohol or tobacco in any f orm." 

I had often sipped my fathers wine, many bottles of which were 
kept in our cellar. I was quite familiar with the taste of Scotch ale. 
I rather liked both of these beverages. 

A few days after joining the Good Templar's lodge I had a slight 
cold. My father's favorite remedy for colds was a glass of hot wine, 
well-seasoned with spices and sweetened. I detested the stuff, and 
when on this occasion I was ordered to drink it, I pleaded my temper- 
ance vows. This made the old man very angry. He was not only angry 
with me for having taken the step without consulting him, but he was 
angry with our old Sunday-school superintendent cousin for having 
inveigled me into the lodge. My father contended that no minor child 
should be required or even allowed to bind himself by oath. Someway 
the matter was settled and I ceased to be a lodge member. But while 
I was in the lodge I heard a great deal about what was said on the bad 
effects of alcohol and tobacco on growing boys. 

In severing my relations with the Good Templars I made a resolu- 
tion that I would not indulge in tobacco or alcohol until I was twenty- 
one. On the evening of my twenty-first birthday I walked into the bar 
of the hotel in Detroit, and took a small wine glass of the mildest 
possible claret. I also bought a very small and mild cigar. 

When I was a young boy I had tried to smoke a cigar once, and took 
violently sick. I had no intention of running the least risk of suffering 
from tobacco sickness and so on my twenty-first birthday I smoked 
not more than one-half inch of my cigar. Next day I took another 
cigar and no wine, and of my second cigar I smoked about an inch. 
It was a week or more before I consumed the whole of a small cigar 
by continuous smoking. Later I experimented in wines, stronger and 
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stronger, and found I got no effect with a single glass. Finally I took 
in one draught a glass of lager beer, I didn't like the bitter, harsh 
taste of the stuff. I then tried a small glass of whiskey. I was advised 
by a senior of many years that if I diluted it well with water I would 
feel no bad effects. My first glass of whiskey might have been pure 
water for all the effect it had on me. Among the set of young men who 
were my associates, no one was really a man until after he could get 
drunk and until after he had other experiences. 

I never really acquired the habit of getting drunk, but before a 
year was over I could drink many times more glasses of whiskey than 
any of my associates without any feeling of inebriation, and without 
much feeling of stimulation. I learned to keep away 'from champagne 
and never to take another drop of liquor after I felt the premonitory 
symptoms of inebriation. Accidents have happened when I have taken 
too much, but in all my more than seventy years, not more than a 
dozen times have I ever become even unpleasantly stimulated. On 
each of these occasions I was made terribly sick in the stomach and 
suffered from terrible headaches. 

During the twenty-five years I was continuously under the influ- 
ence of alcohol, I attended to my business affairs I presume success- 
fully. Some of my immediate associates knew that I was a very heavy 
drinker; but in attending to my business and coming into contact with 
very many other people, men and women, it appears to me now that 
none of these even suspected that I was drinking anything. 

Just as I was growing to be such an outrageous toper, I was growing 
in my use of tobacco. My usual consumption of tobacco was some 
forty large but mild Havana cigars a day. 

It was in my forty-sixth year that I realized that whiskey had finally 
gotten the advantage over me. By the time I was forty-six I was 
almost blind. My body had become weak and flabby. The flesh on my 
legs and arms had shrank so that when I was stripped or wearing a 
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gymnasium or bathing suit I resembled one of those ridiculous little 
figures that the artists paint and draw as brownies. My skin, from my 
feet up to my waist, and on my arms and hands, had lost nearly all 
sensitiveness. When I touched the bare skin of my leg with my finger 
or with a pencil I received only the impression that a man in ordinary 
condition would feel were he to touch his foot with his shoes on. 
There was a perceptible tremble in my hands. 

I waked up to the fact that I must quit drinking or die soon. I 
engaged a physician to travel with me and to be with me continually. 
With him, and with other physicians, I tried to overcome my alcoholic 
habit by the use of other drugs. However, I made no progress in the 
way of recovering my health, although I did reduce my tippling to 
two quarts a day. 

As I have said, my eyesight was almost gone. I had to depend on 
others to read to me even the most important documents that required 
my signature. I was able to write some sort of a signature, although 
I could not see it. My secretary would place my hand at the point 
where I was to begin writing; and then, blind as I was, I could, by 
force of long habit, make a complete and fairly good signature. 

I really felt the need of my eyesight more than anything else. My 
oldest son was then in his fifteenth year. I determined to make a last 
herculean effort to hang onto life until this son should reach his 
majority. An oculist and another doctor, together with, my personal 
physician, made a thorough examination of me, paying particular 
attention to my eyes. They reported that, with great care on my part, 
I might prolong my life for the six. years I desired. The question was 
whether or not I could stand the shock of entirely giving up stimu- 
lants. Of course, the question in the minds of both the doctors was 
whether or not I had sufficient force of character and resolution to 
quit drinking. A number of other physicians had given up my case 
entirely, and had told my personal attendant that there was nothing 
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to be gained by my torturing myself by abandoning the use of alcohol. 
These doctors from Cincinnati told me that I could continue drinking 
with moderation, and, with great care, could reasonably hope to live 
for the few years I desired. 

"But about my eyesight?" I asked. The oculist said there was only 
one possible hope of my escaping complete and permanent blindness, 
and that hope rested on my entire abandonment of the use of alcohol 
and tobacco. He frankly told me, however, that my case had pro- 
ceeded so far that he would make no promises. He stated further that 
there was not more than one chance out of three or four that I would 
ever gain sufficient eyesight to read even large type with powerful 
lenses. 

When I suggested that the shock of complete abstinence might kill 
me, they did not give me too much assurance. They both did say they 
had great hopes for my constitution being strong enough to stand the 
shock, and that their faith in my constitution was based on the fact 
that I had, for so long, drunk such enormous quantities of whiskey 
and still lived. One of them said that any man who could live for a 
year under the conditions that I had been living under for many years 
would have to have a most remarkable constitution and natural 
vitality far in excess of the average. 

I could then continue to drink and live, but be blind. I could 
abandon whiskey and tobacco and have one chance out of three or 
four of being able to see a little. 

I emptied my pockets of cigars. I removed the box of cigars from 
the room I was in. I called for a drink of ginger ale. From that time, 
for a period of three years, I drank no beer, wine or whiskey. For 
eighteen months I did not touch tobacco. 

There was no shock at all as the result of my breaking off my 
drinking. Of course, I had the craving. On only one occasion did this 
craving become so strong as to cause me almost to break my resolu- 
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tion. I think this was the third day after I had taken my last drink. 
I begged my personal physician to let me have just one drink. Perhaps 
for a half hour or so we strove together on this matter. In the mean- 
time, he had induced me to take a dose of morphine in some form. I 
think it was a big dose, as it put me to sleep. But from that time, I 
felt nothing like the compelling craving. 

At Asheville, North Carolina, I rapidly recuperated in general 
health. I rode much in the open air, and walked a good deal. I made 
many acquaintances, and often enough I would go to the bar in the 
hotel with them, and while they drank whiskey and beer and wine, I 
would take my tipple in the form of ginger ale or Vichy water. I was 
much encouraged by my rapid recovery of health. The numbness I 
had felt in my hands and feet disappeared, my hands ceased to 
tremble and my eyesight very rapidly improved. I could see to walk 
alone. I could find my way about the hotel alone, climb the stairs 
and even begin to recognize faces. 

One day a bellboy brought me a telegram. There was no one in the 
room to read it to me, so I opened it and took out the message. When 
I held it up I was surprised to find that I was able, with some diffi- 
culty, of course, to read the entire message myself. I think that for a 
number of months before this I had never even attempted to read 
anything printed or written. 

Besides my secretary, who was with me at Asheville, I had em- 
ployed an old gentleman to come in and read to me in the afternoons 
and evenings when I had leisure. It was probably a full year before 
I completely recovered my eyesight that is to say, so that I could 
read with spectacles. Prior to my blindness I had never used 
spectacles. 

The night of iny discovery of the recovery of my eyesight, I deter- 
mined to celebrate by a little game of poker. The same two doctors 
that went with me to the barroom sat in the game and there were 
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several others. All my guests smoked. The smell of the smoke had its 
effect. The craving for a cigar was almost more than I could bear, and 
after a half hour the game broke up and I went for a walk. 

It was about fifteen years before this whiskey and tobacco episode 
that I contracted ophthalmia in one of my eyes while traveling through 
Mexico. This presumably was the result of using a towel that had not 
been thoroughly cleansed and disinfected. On account of the extreme 
pain I suffered with the eye, the doctors found it necessary to use 
morphine by injection. There was hardly a square inch on the surface 
of my body that was not swollen as the result of needle pricks. The 
disease was cured, but I had contracted the morphine habit. Unless 
I had a dose injected into me two or three times an hour, I suffered as 
much pain in my eye as I ever suffered when it was diseased. At that 
time I had not been married a full year. My wife was traveling in 
Mexico with me, and there was already evidence that in a few months 
I would become a father. It would not do for me to permit myself to 
be a morphine addict. I can truthfully say that it was fully one hun- 
dred times harder for me to get over this morphine drug habit than 
it was for me to lay aside both whiskey and tobacco. 

I have on a number of occasions had friends and even medical men 
praise me for my strength of character and will, and yet I never felt 
myself entitled to any of the praise which was given me. In both the 
morphine and the whiskey episodes, the alternative in each was so 
extremely horrible that it seems to me a man of even the weakest will 
and smallest amount of self-respect would be compelled to do as I did. 
Of course, it hurt in both cases. The ordeal was great, but for me to 
presume to claim any credit would be ridiculous. 

After all, I did only what I had long before determined to do, con- 
duct myself as a gentleman, and I think no one who even pretended 
to be a gentleman could, under circumstances such as mine were, 
fail to do what I did. Both of these experiences were of great value 

91 



Damned Old Crank 

in the development of my personality. I learned how easy it was for 
any man to do what he wanted to do, provided he really wanted to do 
it badly enough. It is a common saying that no man knows what he 
can do until he has to do it. I know that I have been very largely a 
creature of luck. What is luck, good or bad? Who knows. I don't 
know. Is it not a fact that I was fortunate in my young manhood in 
acquiring the liquor-drinking habit? If I hadn't acquired it, I couldn't 
have exercised my will power in breaking it. Perhaps that which 
another would call my misfortune of having my eyes affected in 
Mexico was after all a very fortunate thing for me. Had I not become 
a morphine addict, I would never have discovered the potential 
strength and the usefulness of exercising my will power. 

It is said that necessity knows no law. I have had so many neces- 
sities that if I have not become lawless I have learned that in the 
great multitudes of laws, conventions and social codes, there is always 
to be found, by the earnest seeker, some law that is an antidote to 
some other law, There are several ways of killing a dog besides 
choking him on butter. There are so many ways of doing everything 
that it is not at all diffl.ciilt for the determined man to find some way 
that does not contravene any statute law or even any common law 
or custom. 

This matter of drinking reminds me of a talk I had with my mother 
when I was in my fortieth year. She said that her father, who was a 
terrible toper, waked up to the fact one day that he was setting a bad 
example for his sons, and that on that occasion he resolved never 
again to touch alcoholic liquor or tobacco. 

"Eddie," she said, "from that day on he never smoked and never 
drank. Why can't you be like your grandfather in that respect, like 
you are in so many other respects?" 

In reply I asked my mother what my grandfather's age was at the 
time of his reform. She sat for a moment, evidently trying to recall 
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instances that would fix the date. For example, she said, "Your Uncle 
George was then such and such an age and George was so many 
years younger than, and my father so many years older than me, etc/' 

Then turning to me she said; "Why, Eddie, he was just sixty-three 
years old." 

"Very well/' I said, "Ma, I promise to do just as good as my grand- 
father did. When I am sixty-three years old I am going to quit 
drinking and smoking." 

She both sighed and laughed. 



VIII 



Some Outlandish Rules 
for Making Money 



A FTER OUR European trip, George and I arrived in Detroit late 
jtX in September, 1878. 1 wanted to begin my life's achievements., 
I had been an apprentice too long. It was time for me to begin the real 
work of life. 

A few days later found us in Cleveland. We went there to take 
stock of the town, with the view to starting a newspaper. A few days 
was long enough to satisfy me that it was a good town for what I 
wanted to do. 

In Detroit we began negotiations for the founding of a new paper 
in Cleveland. James was flatly opposed to my assuming the responsi- 
bility of editorship of the new venture. To this I replied that I knew 
well enough my capacities, and that he knew them too. I told him 
that if the Scripps brothers did not finance me, I would find someone 
else who would. (Might I add that after our European experiences, I 
felt that George would follow wherever I led. ) I told James that I 
was no longer going to work for wages, nor was I longer going to 
depend largely for my subsistence on the fifty or sixty dollars per 
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month that I was still getting from my old route-carrying business of 
the News. James, of course, would not consent to rny leaving. I knew 
well enough in what high esteem he held my ability. 

We agreed to start the Cleveland Penny Press with myself as editor, 
and my cousin, John Scripps Sweeney, as business manager. George 
preferred to remain in Detroit. We decided that the capitalization of 
the paper should be limited to ten thousand dollars and that the 
name of the firm should be Scripps and Sweeney. George A. Scripps 
and James E. Scripps were each to have a thirty per cent share of the 
business, and Sweeney and I were each to have twenty per cent. 

By nature, I am always on the rush to get things going and get 
them done. Sweeney was a good second for me. The result was that 
we had rented an office, bought and set up a press, and outfitted the 
printing office in such time that the first issue of the Press hit the 
streets on November 2, within sixty days from the date of my landing 
in New York after the European trip. 

The Press was distinguished from its contemporaries in those days 
in that it suppressed nothing and published nothing to gain the favor 
and approval of those people in the community who flattered them- 
selves that they were the better classes. It owed its early success, too, 
to its two young managers, men of remarkable vitality and vigor. 
These men had been trained and disciplined in the office of the 
Evening News in Detroit, as few other young publishers ever have 
been trained and disciplined. The Press had the advantage of adopt- 
ing, by necessity., the James E. Scripps methods, such as the most 
extreme economies, cash payments and cash collections; a system 
whereby statements were made at the close of each day's business, 
showing the exact receipts and disbursements, advertising earnings, 
actual paid-for circulation, etc. 

Almost by accident, the Press got for its first editor a man who had 
a genius for the calling, hardly suspected by himself, and not at all 
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recognized by others. (Difficult as it may be for me to tell the truth, 
the whole truth and nothing but the truth in my autobiography, as 
a rule it is none the less easy to be frank sometimes. ) 

What's a good editor? I don't know. There is only one way of 
determining a man's ability to make a newspaper, and that is by 
giving the man a chance to fail or make good as an editor. What 
particular quality should a successful editor have? There is nothing 
in the looks of a man, there is nothing to be learned from conversation 
with him, there is no peculiar set of habits that indicate the capacity 
of a candidate for editorial honors and responsibilities. A successful 
editor is simply a man who knows by instinct how to cater to the 
public and give to it the kind of reading matter it wants, and, at the 
same time, set up in the public mind a movement or thought which 
will tend to cause a large proportion of the public to think as the 
editor thinks on public questions. 

Almost from the first issue of the Cleveland Press, its editor suc- 
ceeded in catching the public's attention and the approval of a large 
part of the community. The Press was a little five-column sheet selling 
for a penny. This was counted by the public sufficient reason for its 
popularity. This miniature sheet contained the substance of every 
important or noteworthy happening in the city of Cleveland, state of 
Ohio, the nation and the world at large, for the twenty-four hours 
previous to the hour of publication. Little, if any, more space was 
given to an item of the day of publication than to an item of news 
that had been printed in the morning papers. It was the idea of the 
Peter Parley tales. A reader of the little Press could be sure that he 
had missed nothing in the news way that he could have found in one 
of the larger morning or evening papers of the city. Three-fourths of 
the contents of the Press was little more than a series of brief articles. 
But every day, or almost every day, there appeared in the Press short 
articles, never exceeding a column in length, dealing with subjects 
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and news events such as none of the other papers published. Or an 
article dealing with subjects and news items in a way different from 
that used by other papers. Some examples: 

When a very wealthy man named Leonard Case, a citizen of 
Cleveland, died by committing suicide-chloroforming himself in his 
bed-the other papers recorded his sudden death due to heart disease. 
He had left his estate to be devoted to the founding of the Case School 
of Applied Sciences, and the papers devoted columns to the lauda- 
tion of the deceased, and especially to the munificence of his gift. The 
Press simply recorded his death, the manner of his death, and the 
cause leading up to his suicidal act. 

A young son of a very wealthy iron manufacturer was arrested by 
an ignorant policeman because the youngster was drunk on the street 
and had had a fight with a prostitute in public. The clerk of the police 
statical recognized the prisoner, and entered an alias on his blotter. 
Although all the reporters knew of the incident, the Press alone pub- 
lished the item, giving the young man's real name. He got no more 
space than if he had been a dock roustabout, and no less. 

A wealthy merchant, who was the largest advertising customer in 
all the Cleveland papers, had the bad luck to get involved in a divorce 
suit He asked all the local papers to make no announcements in their 
news columns of the court proceedings. The Press published the news 
concerning this divorce suit, treating it exactly the same way as it 
would handle all other items of court news. 

I was myself arrested by the agents of the Society for the Preven- 
tion of Cruelty to Animals, because I had ridden a horse after it had 
cast one of its shoes, and that, too, on hard pavements. The Press 
published a news item concerning the arrest, giving the editor's name. 
The story neglected even to plead as an excuse that I was myself un- 
aware the shoe was cast or that injury was being done. In police 
court, I pleaded guilty and paid the fine. 
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It was because the Press published such items as these and many 
more, treating rich and poor, prominent and obscure, alike, that the 
Press, almost from the start, was charged with being sensational. The 
Press did not publish scandalous gossip. I do not recall that anything 
salacious was ever printed, except in cases of court procedure where 
an accurate report required such. 

It had been customary for Dee and Ross and some of the other 
reporters on the Detroit News to give undue prominence to the con- 
duct and misconduct of well-known people. I had recognized that as 
a fault. I knew that there was a great desire for notoriety and publicity 
among members of the smart set at that time, and that, however much 
members of that group might protest, they were invariably more 
pleased than angry with the publicity given them by the News, I 
made up my mind that the Press would not pander to snobbery by 
either unduly lauding or unduly condemning any of the smart set. 

In Detroit I had some experiences as a reporter that made a deep 
impression on my mind. I often observed there the great suffering 
caused the mothers, wives, sisters and daughters of the city by publi- 
cation of the misdeeds of their menfolk. When I took over the Cleve- 
land Press, it was with the resolve that I would always keep in view 
the womenfolks, and that, so far as possible in carrying out my 
thoroughgoing system of journalism, I would avoid making any 
woman cry. Everything else being equal as between any two items, 
or any two ways of writing an item, I would prefer the item that 
would not hurt women, or the way of preparing it that would hurt 
them least. 

I recall a trying experience of this sort. A woman came to me for 
the suppression of a perfectly legitimate piece of news, and one that 
I could not consistently leave out of the paper. Her husband had been 
guilty of some offense, and had been arrested. She told me the other 
papers were going to suppress the item. She said her attorney had 
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told her that if publicity could be prevented, the judge who was 
trying the case had promised great leniency. He had even held out 
hopes that there might be no prosecution at all. The man was very 
well-known, and mouth-to-mouth gossip had made the event notori- 
ous or was sure to make it so. 

I told the woman that the notoriety would be increased rather than 
diminished by the suppression of the story by the newspapers. I 
added I felt I had no right to conspire with a corrupt judge and pro- 
secuting attorney to prevent the punishment of a man who had com- 
mitted a crime. I' was aware that my publication of the item was going 
to cause a great many women to weep, and was going to make certain 
the conviction and punishment of the criminal. Later the lawyer came 
to see me. Another person brought a verbal message from the judge. 
Other women appeared, and there was a great flow of tears. But the 
item was printed. No sooner did I see it in the forms than I took my 
hat and left the office and went of! for a long walk into the coun- 
try, pondering deeply. That evening I almost resolved to abandon 
journalism. 

But I was a willf ul, headstrong, and determined young man. It was 
not in me to conceive failure. I would have what I wanted, and would 
get what I wanted in the way that I wanted it. I was engaged in 
founding a newspaper. My whole mind and will were concentrated 
on this one thing. There was only one thing worth while avoiding, and 
that was failure. Had there been 999 chances out of 1,000 of losing my 
life by proceeding along the course that I had determined on, and 
only one chance for living and hence succeeding, I think I would not 
have hesitated. 

I must confess something more. I believe if it had been necessary 
for me to break every statute of the state of Ohio in order to accom- 
plish the end I had in view, those laws would have been in great 
danger of being broken. When a man is fully prepared to take any 
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risk or pay any penalty in order to accomplish some one thing, it 
rarely occurs to him that a man has to take any risk or pay any penalty. 
In those days I was never conscious of an effort to push my paper by 
choosing one side or another in any political issue or any other matter 
of public contention. I am sure that I did not make my great effort o 
propaganda for the full development of labor unionism in Cleveland 
for the purpose of winning the good will and patronage of working- 
men. I was only chuck-full of opinions and ideas that were more the 
result of emotional activities than of reasoning, I had a newspaper 
under my own control, and I just turned myself loose on the public. 

The Cleveland Press taught me the truth of some paradoxes. As 
editor I was always on the side of the workingman and the poor man, 
right or wrong. I was always against the rich man, whether I was right 
or wrong. I had an almost instinctive hatred for all men in power, 
whether the power was derived from political sources or based on 
economic successes. Although my father was a tradesman I had ac- 
quired, perhaps through my extensive reading of poetry, an extreme 
aversion to trade and tradesmen. If I hated the millionaire, I despised 
the shopkeeper. The only kind of poor man I could never sympathize 
with was the poor man engaged in trade. My antipathy for, my con- 
tempt of trade were such that my mind was always biased against 
that very class of the community on whose patronage nearly all the 
newspapers of this day depend for a living. I mean advertisers. 

One reason I have always hankered to keep my papers small in size 
was that by doing so it was possible to make so large a profit from the 
sale of the paper that only small additions from the advertising de- 
partment were needed for its support. 

To the merchants of Cleveland, my attitude was always that of 
contemptuous disregard. Between two articles or two items, every- 
thing else being equal, I preferred to publish the one that would 
directly or indirectly offend or work injury to the business of some 
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merchant or merchants. Very likely I never referred to them in those 
days as merchants, but only as storekeepers. This attitude of the Press 
was a startling innovation in Cleveland, and oddly enough, this very 
attitude of the Press toward that part of the public who pays the ad- 
vertising bills had the effect of bringing speedily comparatively large 
returns from the advertising department. I said "oddly enough" but 
should have said "naturally enough/* 

At first much effort was made to bring pressure on us by the adver- 
tising public. In 1878 it was the custom of Cleveland daily papers to 
give to every moderately large advertiser a tremendous amount of 
"puffs." They would not only puff the merchant's business itself, but 
they would puff the merchant and the merchant's wife and daughters. 
Every advertiser on the ordinary Cleveland newspaper could depend 
upon a good-sized notice in the reading columns for the birth of a 
baby in his family, or a death, or a marriage, or a social gathering at 
his house. The Press always refused to publish such items, or, if it 
noted such events, it was generally with the object of ridicule, or at 
least of making the public laugh. 

For decades, this line of conduct of the Press made it impossible 
for the businessmen of Cleveland to think of exercising any influence 
whatever in the editorial or news columns of the paper. 

Newcomers to the business world of Cleveland had many shocks. 
Accustomed in other cities to another style of journalism, they took 
it for granted that their patronage of the Press would gain for them 
certain favors and privileges. There were two instances I recall es- 
pecially. Both occurred several years after I had left Cleveland and 
had ceased to have anything much to do directly with the local 
management of the paper. 

After I had come to live in California I received a letter from a 
merchant who had recently entered the Cleveland field, and who was 
a very large advertiser in the Press. He complained of the treatment 
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he had received at the hands of the editor of the Press when he had 
made a request. He told me he wanted to see me about it when I was 
next in Cleveland. When I did go to Cleveland I had forgotten all 
about my correspondent, but the Press's customer had not forgotten. 
He came to my hotel and told me his story. I asked him how much he 
was paying the Press. I expressed doubts on the subject, and told him 
to go and get his contract. He did so. In the meantime I obtained a 
duplicate copy from the office of the Press. Then I led him on to talk 
and to bluff as I knew the salesman in him would certainly dictate. He 
said he would never renew his contract until he had been apologized 
to. 

**I suppose you are sorry now that you are under contract," I said. 
He said he certainly was. I asked him why he did not ask for cancella- 
tion of the contract. He said he had, but that he was bound, and the 
Press would not cancel it. At the right moment I got him to offer, or 
rather to insist on the cancellation of the contract. With his consent, 
I tore the two contracts up, and then ordered him out of the room. I 
told him I would discharge any man from the office of the Press who 
ever took any more of his business. 

I forget how the incident was finally concluded. I suppose that in 
this case, as in others, I consented to take his business again at a 
higher rate. 

Another time a large firm was involved, one that has many stores in 
a number of cities. I had newspapers in several of the cities where 
these people had their stores, and they patronized these papers. When 
they finally opened up in Cleveland, they immediately became the 
largest advertisers in the city. At that time, the Press was not only the 
principal advertising medium in that city, but had a circulation larger 
than all of the other papers combined. It was just the one paper in 
which these people had to advertise if they were going to do any 
business at all. Their concern was entirely new in Cleveland, and had 
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established no good will patronage, and their whole campaign de- 
pended upon skillful and very costly advertising. Their local manager 
was a fresh, pushing, energetic young fellow. At the time, I think they 
were paying the Press several thousand dollars a month, and were the 
largest advertising customer the paper had. 

The young manager began very quickly, to demand not only privi- 
leges, but rebates on his bills on account of typographical errors, or 
for other reasons. He was a tricky sort of fellow, and somewhere in his 
past fields of operation had learned how to manipulate copy and 
proofs so that it was impossible to prevent typographical errors. 

At that time Milton McRae was acting as general manager of the 
Press, and Willis Thornton was manager of the advertising depart- 
ment. Mr. Thornton told me of his troubles. It appeared that the 
written contract between the Press and the store had not yet been 
signed, because of some defect in it 

I sent word for the manager of the store to come to see me. He 
failed to appear. I ordered his advertisements out of the paper. Then 
he came to see me. I told him that he had come just too late. I said I 
had learned that he was a damned scoundrel and a trickster as well as 
a fool bully, and that I had sent for him to read him a lecture; but 
that, as he had not come when I called him, I had nothing more to tell 
him. He started some impudent talk and I ordered him out of the 
office. He sassed back. As I got up, he saw something that caused him 
to grab his hat and disappear. 

I then notified Mr. McRae and Mr. Thornton that I would discharge 
either of them or any man connected with the Press who would either 
solicit an ad from that firm again or permit one of its advertisements to 
appear in the Press. 

Some time later I saw a copy of the Cleveland Press in which this 
firm's advertisement appeared. I wrote to Thornton. He replied, as I 
remember, that Mr. McRae had gone over his head, and had, through 
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one of his employees, taken the advertisement. Thornton added,*how- 
ever, that the store had made the first move and that, furthermore, it 
was paying extreme rates, rates considerably above the contract rates. 
As president, I immediately removed Mr. McRae from the general 
management and disciplined Thornton for not reporting it. I directed 
that no more contracts should be made with the firm until it changed 
its manager. The store's management was changed; and for a number 
of years, and probably now, the store's advertising appeared in the 
Press. I do not think that any further attempts were ever made by this 
firm to defraud or influence the Press. 

"It was easy enough/* one might say, "to deal with a big customer 
in the highhanded way that I speak of, after the Press had become so 
strongly established." But it was in the very youth of the Press that its 
editor and business manager practiced the identical course in dealing 
with the paper's advertising customers. John Sweeney was literally 
a terror in the eyes of Cleveland advertisers. His exactions went so 
far that at times even I interfered with him. Instead of John Sweeney 
being bulldozed, he was bulldozing everybody else. His attitude was, 
That's my price, those are my conditions, take it or leave it! 

But, as I said, I was unconscious of any plans or rules in the early 
days of the Press. 

So far from trying to impress my own personality on the news- 
papers, my endeavor was always to incite every man to impress his 
personality on the paper. Instead of showing myself much in public, 
I invariably chose that my paper should be represented by someone 
other than myself. I kept my name out of the paper always. Even the 
staff of the Cleveland Press never regarded me as their employer, 
their chief, the man who was directing the paper itself. Each staff 
member was allowed to produce about whatever copy he wanted to. 
My business, in the early days of the Press, was to select what I 
wanted to print. My editing of copy consisted simply in cutting it 
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down so that I could get an article that would occupy the least space. 
Soon enough I even left this work for someone else to do. 

In those days, as in later years, I chose to think much and do little. 
It was in moments of emergency or days of trial that I came forward, 
unfatigued, to encounter some difficulty, the possibility of which I 
had long contemplated, and hence was prepared to meet. 

I used to complain to my brother James, when I saw "hrm in the 
Detroit News office, grinding out copy that I considered inferior to 
what could be produced by a three-dollar-a-day man. I would find 
him going over exchanges, classing items, and reducing the number of 
his words with a pencil and pasting them onto copy paper to be used 
by the printers. I used to tell him that with a thousand-dollar daily 
capacity, he spent more than three-fourths of his time doing a three- 
dollar-a-day man's work. 

My brother James, needless to say, had his views about me. Know- 
ing my own habits, especially my worHess habit, he for years held the 
conviction that all of my journalistic successes were pure accidents, 
and that the papers I was nominally running would be the gainers if 
they were not burdened with the salary I received. In fact, so thor- 
oughly was he convinced of this idea that on two or three occasions 
he acted accordingly, and removed me from positions of control. 

I was always ready then, and always have been ready since, to do 
four men's work or a dozen men's work in a day when there was any 
occasion for it; but I was always seeing to it that such occasions for 
great efforts on my part were very, very rare. I was always careful to 
sleep as many hours as I could. Rarely have I gotten out of bed in the 
morning because I thought it was time to get up and go to work. I 
always felt it was more essential that I should be fit for work when I 
got up than that I should get up at any time. 

Any ordinary person would have been justified in believing that, 
whoever was making the Press go, certainly I was not that person. 
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Why, even when I have been observing myself and analyzing my own 
actions during the past thirty or more years, I have often questioned 
my own ability. It would seem to me that I did so little myself that my 
various successes must have been accidental. However, as time has 
passed, and as on occasions I have abandoned the superintendence of 
my newspapers for years together, I have come to realize just how 
effective I have been and how absolutely necessary my work was, for 
years together. 

I have said elsewhere that I have spent pretty nearly half of all my 
waking hours with my eyes on some printed page; I am sure that from 
the time I was twenty-four more than half my days have been spent 
with no conscious thoughts or attention to business of any sort. 
Judging by the number of days and number of years and the actual 
things I have done in journalism, it almost seems to me that the whole 
of my business career has only absorbed a small fraction of either my 
time or my thought. The practice of journalism seems to me, even 
now, to have been an unimportant incident in my life. 

The first issue of the Press came out on November 2, 1878, exactly 
six years from the day I left the farm at Rushville. Some time in 
March, 1880, I went to St. Louis to start the St. Louis Evening 
Chronicle. Thus, I devoted only sixteen months to the founding of 
the Cleveland Press. I remained in St. Louis for about a year. Early 
in the spring of 1881, 1 was removed from the management of the St. 
Louis paper, and returned to Cleveland. There, in a desultory way, 
I acted as editor-in-chief of the Press. 

On November 2, 1881, with my sister Ellen, I started for a trip 
abroad. I was thus in Cleveland for six months. Add to this six months 
the total of sixteen months and it appears that, all told, I spent twenty- 
two months either as actual editor or nominal editor of the Cleveland 
Press. From the day I started to Europe until today (1925) I have 
been, with the exception of one brief period, in actual control of the 
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Press. During these years I have not spent as much as thirty days in 
Cleveland. Therefore, the Press has cost me twenty-three months 
of actual residence in Cleveland and firsthand direction o that 
property. 

It is my conviction now that the Cleveland Press is a far greater 
property and a far more influential organ of public opinion than it 
would have been if I, from November 2, 1878, up to this time, had 
directly managed its affairs. 

In my actual running of the Press, I reverted to my boyhood 
scheme; I either sat on the fence and watched the other fellows work, 
or else I took my book and went off by myself to read and dream and 
plan or otherwise amuse myself. 

It is true that I had a determination to make the Press a success. 
Aside from that I had no particular plan. I simply lived from day to 
day. Sometimes I worked hard. Always I was a hard thinker. Often 
I did not work hard at all, or was not conscious of working hard. I 
quickly fell into the habit of coming to the office late and leaving 
early. I forever sought and found excuses for leaving the office and 
leaving my work for others to do. I always took along books to read, 
went into the country, and stopped at some rural hotel. I spent a good 
deal of time rowing and sailing on Lake Erie. Sometimes I would 
leave the office for weeks together. I doubt if, after the first few 
months, I averaged more than two or three hours a day in my editorial 
room. Sometimes I wrote in my hotel room. I wrote articles in a row- 
boat, drifting. But even the time given to this work was infinitesi- 
mally small. I used to say I carried my business under my hat and that 
it was when my hat was on, whether I was riding, driving, rowing or 
sailing, that I could do far more effective thinking than when sitting 
at a table, either in my office or at a hotel. 

I knew my Poor Richard but I didn't agree with him. This resulted 
in my leaving many things undone many things that I believe were 
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better left undone. I have found by my life's experience that the big 
things accomplished in life, or the really important ones, are very few 
indeed. Doing a few important things that are right, and are right at 
the right time, and doing them thoroughly, is the important thing. 

I know I very seldom gave any orders to my staff on the Press. More 
often I offered advice or suggestions. Recently I saw a copy of a letter 
written by R. F. Paine to some young man employed in our concern 
in which he said that, during the more than thirty years he had been 
in my service, he had not received more than six orders from me. 

Although I have been personally responsible for the founding or 
purchase of not less than forty newspapers, I doubt if I have directly 
given a total of five hundred orders to all the men employed on these 
papers. My life's work has mainly consisted in selecting a few score 
of men, studying each, and then offering them opportunities and in- 
spiring them, by my talks and letters, each to develop what was best 
in him to the highest extent. 

I hold very strongly that the world owes no human being a living, 
that society owes nothing to any individual member of itself. Only 
that human being who can support himself or herself, beginning at 
the age of adolescence, is entitled to a place in the world at all. 

This is nature's law. This is the law that governs all other living 
beings except humanity, and in the end it inevitably must govern 
humanity too. The individual man who lives contrary to nature 
perishes. Any society of men, whether it be a community of small 
numbers or of national proportions, must suffer the penalty of any 
and every infraction of natural law. 

The individual and the social body may each and both of them, 
the one for a longer time than the other violate nature's law for some 
time without suffering the death penalty, but the delay, the post- 
ponement, of the penalty is only that, only a delay or postponement. 

Some other maxims that I have employed in my business, and 
which I commend to others interested in money-making, are: 
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1. Never spend as much money as you earn. The smaller your 
expenditures are in proportion to your earnings the sooner you will 
become rich. 

2. It is more blessed to pay wages than to accept them. At least, 
it is more profitable. 

3. Never do anything yourself that you can get someone else to 
do for you. The more things that someone else does for you the more 
time and energy you have to do those things which no one else can do 
for you. 

4. Never do anything today that you can put off till tomorrow. 
There is always so much to do today that you should not waste your 
time and energy in doing anything today that can be put off till 
tomorrow. Most things that you do not have to do today are not 
worth doing at all. 

5. Always buy, never sell. If youVe got enough horse sense to 
become rich you know that it is better to run only one risk than two 
risks. You also know that just as likely as not the other fellow is 
smarter than you are and that whether you buy or sell, in each case 
you run the risk of getting the worst of the bargain. By adopting my 
rule you will diminish by one-half your chances of loss. 

6. Never do anything, if you can help it, that someone else is doing. 
Why compete with one person or many other persons in any occu- 
pation or line of business so long as it is possible for you to have a 
monopoly in some other field? 

7. If circumstances compel you to pursue some occupation or to 
follow some line of business which is being pursued by some other 
person, then you do your work in some other way than that in which 
it is done by the other. There is always a good, better and best way. 
If you take the best way then the other fellow has no chance of 
competing with you. 

8. Whatever you do once, whatever way you undertake to do a 
thing, don't do the same thing again or don't do the thing in the same 
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way. If you know one way to do a thing you must know there is a 
better way to do the same thing. 

9. If you're succeeding in anything you are doing, don't let anyone 
else know of your success, because if you do some other person will 
try to do the same thing and be your competitor. 

10. When you become rich, as you will become rich if you follow 
my advice, don't let anyone know it. General knowledge of your 
wealth will only attract the taxgatherer, and other hungry people will 
try to get away from you something they want and something you 
want to keep. 

11. One of the greatest assets any man can secure is a reputation 
for eccentricity. If you have a reputation of this kind you can do a lot 
of things. You can even do the things you want to do without 
attaching to yourself the enmity of others. Many an act which, if 
performed by an ordinary person, would arouse indignation, ani- 
mosity and antagonism, can be performed by a man with a reputation 
for eccentricity with no other result than that of exciting mirth and 
perhaps pity. It is better to have the good will than the bad will, even 
of a dog. 

12. Never hate anybody. Hatred is a useless expenditure of mental 
and nervous energy. Revenge costs much of energy and gains nothing. 

13. When you find many people applauding you for what you do, 
and a few condemning, you can be certain that you are on the wrong 
course because you're doing the things that fools approve of. When 
the crowd ridicules and scorns you, you can at least know one thing, 
that it is at least possible that you are acting wisely. It is one of the 
instincts of men to covet applause. The wise man regulates his con- 
duct rather by reason than by instinct. 

14. It is far more important to learn what not to do than what to do. 
You can learn this invaluable lesson in two ways, the first of which 
and most inspired is by your own mistakes. The second is by ob- 
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serving the mistakes of others. Any man that learns all the things that 
lie ought not to do cannot help doing the things he ought to do. 

15. Posterity can never do anything for you. Therefore, you should 
invest nothing in posterity. Of course your heirs will quarrel over your 
estate, but that will be after you're dead and why should you trouble 
your mind over things which you will never know anything about? 

16. A man can do anything he wants to do in this world, at least if 
lie wants to do it badly enough. Therefore, I say that any of you who 
want to become rich can become rich if you live long enough. 

17. After what I have said it goes without further saying that you 
should save money. But no man can save himself rich. He can only 
make himself rich. Savings are capital. It is only by doing things that 
one learns how to do things. It is only the capitalist who handles 
capital that learns how to handle capital profitably. The more capital 
you have the more skillful you become as a capitalist. 

18. Fools say that money makes money. I say that money does not 
make money. It is only men who make money. 

19. There are two cardinal sins in the economic world: one is giving 
something for nothing, and the other is getting something for nothing. 
And the greater sin of these is getting something for nothing, or trying 
to do so. I really doubt if anyone ever does get something for nothing. 

(Don't marry a rich wife. Women are what they are. At best they 
are hard enough to get along with. They are always trying to make a 
man do something that he doesn't want to do, and generally suc- 
ceeding. When a woman is conscious of the fact that she has furnished 
all or any part of your capital, her influence over you will be so great 
as to be the worst handicap you can carry. ) 

20. If you're a prospective heir of your father or some other rela- 
tive, you should also consider that a handicap. I would advise you to 
refuse to be an heir. 

21. Despise not the day of small things, but rather respect the small 
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things. It is far easier to make a profit on a very small capital invested 
in any business than it is to make the same proportion of profit off of 
a large capital. It is true that after you have learned how to make a 
profit on a business that shows small capital, successively, as your 
capital grows, you learn how to handle it profitably. Then the time 
will come when the greater your capital becomes in this way the 
greater your proportion of profits on it should be. And, for an added 
reason, as your wealth and skill grow rapidly, your so-called necessary 
expenses grow much more slowly and in time cease to grow at all, so 
that beyond a certain limit all your income and added income be- 
comes a surplus, constantly to be added to your capital. 

22. It is far easier to make money than to spend it. As it becomes 
more and more difficult to spend money, you will spend less and less 
of it, and hence there will be more money to accumulate. 

23. The hardest labor of all labor performed by man is that of 
thinking. If you have become rich, train your mind to hard thinking 
and hold it well in leash so that your thinking will all be with but one 
object in view, that of accumulating more wealth. 

It is true that a man cannot serve both God and Mammon. If your 
only sin is to obtain wealth then you should devote all of your service 
to Mammon. 
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IX 

/ Kill Henry Chisholm 



ONE MORNING in the late seventies I arrived by boat in Cleve- 
land after a visit of several days in Detroit On my arrival at 
the hotel I learned of a momentous event in my young life. 

During my absence in Detroit, a young man had been arrested for 
his part in a brawl with some woman on the street. At the police 
station he was recognized as Stuart Chisholm. There were then in 
Cleveland two brothersHenry and Stuart Chisholm who were the 
principal owners of the Cleveland Rolling Mills. Both of these 
brothers had sons. The son of Henry, the elder brother and principal 
owner of the company, bore the name of Stuart H. Chisholm. The son 
of Stuart Chisholm was named simply Stuart Chisholm. 

My star reporter on the Press was a brilliant writer named Maurice 
Perkins. One of his reporting rounds brought him to the police station 
and he was told the young man who had been arrested bore the name 
of Stuart H. Chisholm. Perkins, it turned out, was wrong. The item we 
published constituted a technical libel on the Stuart Chisholm with 
the H. in his name. This one had been affected injuriously by our 
report of the misconduct of his cousin. 

I had by then become used to libel suits. WMle I was annoyed by 
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the misadventure, I was not greatly alarmed. When I arrived at the 
office, after breakfasting at my hotel, I was greeted by a scene of 
turmoil and excitement. Henry Chisholm, the richest man in Cleve- 
land and father of the innocent Stuart H. Chisholm, had sent for 
Perkins. The messenger who called assured Perkins that Mr. Chis- 
holm recognized that only a slight error had occurred. When Perkins 
got to Chisholm's office, however, he was set upon by a crowd of 
Chisholm's employees. These dragged him to a back room, took all his 
clothes off, and painted him with black paint from the top of his head 
to the soles of his feet. The paint was the kind used in painting iron. 
To complete the job, the paint had been poured on his head. Then 
Perkins had been thrown out of the office, picked up by someone and 
taken to his home. 

I knew enough about such matters to know that unless Perkins 
was immediately cleansed, death would almost certainly result 
quickly. I hurried to Perkins* house to find that he had been scraped 
pretty clean, that a doctor had superintended the operation and that 
Perkins had been put to bed. 

Perkins was a tall, lean, cadaverous young man with a very weak 
constitution. The nervous shock of his attack brought on a violent 
case of hiccoughing. 

Though I was terribly angry, I still had my senses about me, and 
recognized that this outrageous assault made by Chisholm was a 
thousand times worse than the innocent mistake of a reporter could 
possibly justify. 

I found that Perkins' mind was clear. I cleaned up the room and 
got from him the story of the whole transaction. I told him Chisholm 
had made a terrible mistake. I added that Chisholm had, in his 
ignorance and anger, almost committed murder, and that soon 
enough his friends and attorneys would tell him this, and that there 
would thereafter be a great effort made to settle up with Perkins and 
hush the whole matter up. 
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Perkins' face lit up; he saw prospects. I knew Perkins as the kind 
of man who would settle for a very little money, and I knew I could 
not rely on either his good sense or any promises he made to me. I 
then told Perkins I would guarantee him a settlement of at least five 
thousand dollars. I told him I thought he could get much more if he 
would let me send him a lawyer to advise with him. I got Perkins' 
pledge that he would not settle at all, after I told him I stood pre- 
pared to give the five thousand dollars if no one else did. As I left 
him, he was still hiccoughing. I told him that after the shock wore off 
his hiccoughing would stop, in all probability. I advised him, how- 
ever, not to try to stop it, and not permit the doctor or his wife to dope 
him for the purpose of stopping it. He gave me a wink that convinced 
me that he was "on" as the boys would say. 

Immediately I went to the lawyer that I had determined to employ, 
and sent him posthaste to Perkins. I then returned to the office. I had 
engaged an open carriage in order to save time. As I neared the office 
I saw the whole street in front was jammed by a mob of men, who 
were on the point of riot. My driver, alarmed, did not want to ap- 
proach too near. He said he had heard it whispered around that the 
crowd was going to mob the office of the Press and gut it. I taunted 
him with cowardice. I told him to force his way through the mob with 
the carriage. I stood up in the seat, holding on with one hand, and 
holding my pistol with the other. 

The crowd was neither very enthusiastic nor very angry. It con- 
sisted entirely of Chisholm's rolling-mill employees, who were simply 
under orders. I saw no hostile faces among them. On the contrary, I 
saw what I might well have expectedonly friendly and encouraging 
glances. The Press had, from the first, been a very popular paper in 
Newburg, as that section of Cleveland was called where the rolling 
mill was situated. These men knew that the Press was the working- 
man's friend, and they had also heard of the assault on Perkins. 

But they were under orders, and I think there was no doubt they 
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would have obeyed them, and mobbed and gutted the office, had 
there been no serious obstacles to overcome. 

I knew that the next step of the enemy would be to resort to more 
legal methods. I felt certain there would be arrests for criminal libel. 
Luckily there were a number of property holders among our em- 
ployees, so it was easy enough to arrange with them for bail for any- 
one on the staff who might be arrested. 

Sure enough the deputy sheriff appeared with warrants for my 
arrest and Sweeney's arrest, on the charge of criminal libel. I took 
my bondsman, the sheriff, and my partner in the carriage and immedi- 
ately went to the courthouse to give bond. This was an hour or two 
before noon. 

When I returned to the office, I found all work suspended. Another 
sheriff was on hand to serve a warrant on me by "attachment," for 
fifty thousand dollars damages. In bringing the civil suit, the Chis- 
holrns had sworn that I had no property within the jurisdiction of the 
court except the property of the Cleveland Press. They argued they 
were entitled to attach what property I had. 

I urged on the sheriff that no damage would be done if the men 
were allowed to go on with their work. I said none of the property 
would be moved. But he replied that his orders were to prevent any- 
one touching any of the property that had been attached until all of 
it had been inventoried and bond given by me. Then, and only then, 
would the whole property be turned back to me again. 

It was Saturday. It was easy to see the designs of my prosecutors. 
They wanted to delay the inventorying to such a late hour that no 
return could be made, and no bond given by me, until such a late hour 
that it would be impossible to publish the Press that day. Since we 
were a daily only, it was presumed we would not appear on Sunday. 

I asked who the appraisers were to be, and was told by the sheriff 
that he did not know. By this time I had engaged as my attorney 

116 



I Kill Henry Chisholm 

Judge R. F. Paine, father of a boy on our staff who later succeeded 
me as the editor of the Press. Judge Paine knew my rights, and de- 
manded and got immediate action. 

Then appeared on the scene a pair of appraisers who could be de- 
pended upon by the Chisholms to embarrass me to the fullest extent 
possible. One of these was the famous Edwin Cowles, owner and edi- 
tor of the Cleveland Leader and the Cleveland Evening News. Mr. 
Cowles was a former editor of the Cincinnati Commercial, and was 
the most influential newspaperman in the state. Cleveland and Ohio 
were great Republican strongholds, and every politician in the city of 
Cleveland and the county of Cuyahoga, was thoroughly subservient 
to Cowles, The other appraiser was William Gleason, formerly of the 
press room of the Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

I met these two men and told them I was sued for fifty thousand 
dollars. I presented them with documents showing the price of every 
article in the office in fact, I showed them recent bills for same. Since 
the whole stock was nearly new, I told them they could appraise the 
whole property in five minutes. However, they stood on their rights 
to inspect every article from the roof to the cellar and place a value 
on it 

As no headway could be made in tibe office, I started in at the task 
of finding bondsmen. Although the suit was for fifty thousand dollars, 
it was required to furnish bonds for double that amount. In those 
days there were no bonding companies. Although I had only been in 
the city a short time, I had made a number of acquaintances, some of 
them prominent in a way, and wealthy. These men liked my paper 
and frequently came to me to praise me for my honesty and fearless- 
ness. Naturally I turned to them for help. Naturally enough, they de- 
serted me in my hour of need. All of them, every last one of them. 

I wasted several hours in this vain effort to get bondsmen. Suddenly 
I had an inspiration. If my friends had deserted me, who were tha 
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next people to turn to? Why, I said to myself, the enemies of the 
Chisholms. It was plain to me that the Chisholms must have enemies. 
Such a violent-tempered man as Henry Chisholm, I knew, must have 
flocks of them. Just as he had been driven to an act of possible murder, 
and just as he was attempting to bully me, he certainly must have 
been guilty of many another such act. 

Judge Paine had departed, giving his kindly advice to be patient 
and let the law take its course. He had returned to his office some six 
blocks away from mine. No sooner did the idea come to me of appeal- 
ing to Chisholm's enemies than I ran for my carriage and ordered the 
cabman to take me at full tilt to Paine's offices. 

I found the old man sitting out on the pavement in front of his 
office. I jumped out of the carriage, ran up to him, and asked: "Judge, 
what rich man or men do you know in this town who hate Chisholm 
as bad as Chisholm hates me?" 

The old man looked up at me curiously, and then settled down to 
think. In less than a minute he slapped his knee, chuckled, and threw 
back his head in a loud guffaw. 

"Come on," he said, "I will go with you and get him." 

There was an old fellow named Samuel G. Baldwin. He was a pro- 
fessional bondsman for prostitutes and thieves. He owned a large 
amount of property in what would now be called the red-light district. 
Paine told me he had at least five hundred thousand dollars of just 
that kind of property. He lived only a few blocks from Paine's office, 
in a shabby little cottage, with an old wife. Baldwin and his wife were 
dressed and were apparently living in a style that could be well 
afforded by a day laborer. 

Now Judge Paine had remembered that many years before, Henry 
Chisholm and Sam Baldwin had a lawsuit in a justice court. This was 
long before Chisholm's wealth had grown into such large proportions. 
Chisholm's anger was aroused by something Baldwin said on the wit- 
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ness stand. Chisholm, whose temper was even hotter then than it was 
in my day, slapped Baldwin on the face as he left the witness stand. 
Chisholm was a big man; Baldwin slight and comparatively weak. 

In less than five minutes we had Baldwin in the carriage and all 
three of us drove to the courthouse where Baldwin signed my bond 
for a full hundred thousand dollars. This made it unnecessary for the 
appraisers to finish their work in my office. We took one of the deputy 
sheriffs with us, carrying an order to the appraisers to cease their 
work, and an additional order turning over to me the property. 

By about midaf ternoon I was out of the clutches of the sheriff. We 
were in fairly good shape, since from the beginning of the trouble I 
had set Henry Little, Bob Paine and other members of the staff to 
writing up a full account of the whole proceedings. Particular stress 
was laid on the treatment of the reporter Perkins. Between jumps, I 
had written much myself. 

By the time I got my own office released, most of the story was set 
up in type. Since my printers could not work with my type, I had 
taken them to a neighboring job office. By paying liberally, I had 
gotten use of the job office's type. After it was set up, it was sent over 
to the Press in galleys. The printers there went on with the story fur- 
nished by me of my efforts and final success in the way of getting my 
office back. 

Not one other paper in the city, morning or evening, contained one 
word about all that had been going on about the Press. The nonap- 
pearance of the Press on the streets at its usual early hour occasioned 
much comment. By degrees, and in more or less exaggerated form, 
the story had been passed from mouth to mouth so that the whole 
public was curious. 

It was nearly 6:00 P.M. when the first copies of the Press got on the 
street. Meantime, John Sweeney had been making all due preparation 
for getting a big circulation. He gathered together hundreds of news- 
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boys, and had carts and carriages ready to carry the newsboys to the 
outlying districts of the city. 

From the time I got my press going until perhaps midnight we kept 
on printing papers, with the result that that day the circulation of the 
Press was many times larger than the average daily circulation. Large 
numbers of additional copies were struck off to be sold Sunday. Be- 
fore Sunday night came the story of "The Shame of Chisholm" was 
known by every resident. 

Henry Chisholm was a great man in his community. He was 
deemed a very respectable man. He was a deacon in the principal 
Baptist church. I was told at this time that Chisholm's fellow mem- 
bers of the church refused to take communion with him because of 
the incident. 

Perkins kept on hiccoughing. He was examined by doctors. Efforts 
were made to get him to settle. Various sums were offered. He was 
sorely tempted. To a man getting fifteen dollars a week, a roll of bills 
of about five hundred dollars looked like a fortune. I had great trouble 
to keep him down. 

When the criminal libel suit was tried, I was acquitted. 

A short time later the Chisholm suit against the Press was discon- 
tinued, and Chisholm paid Perkins five thousand dollars through my 
attorney. The incident was closed. The Press had acquired tremen- 
dous prestige. The little paper had beaten the richest man in 
Cleveland in a fair stand-up fight, and this had a lasting effect. 

On the Monday following the fight, I prepared a condensed state- 
ment headed "The Crime of Chisholm," or something like that. The 
length of this article was about one-third of a column, It was set 
up in italics, and, I think, placed at the head of the so-called editorial 
column. It was published one day, and the next, and the next, and 
continuously until the final settlement had been made with Perkins by 
Chisholm. Every day the Press appeared with this short article 
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printed in italics. I proposed to keep the story alive, to remind the 
people of Cleveland every day what Chisholm had done. 

At first, I had no idea of punishing Chisholm himself, directly, by 
the publication of this article. My idea was to hammer the story into 
the public mind to such an extent that anyone who got into the jury 
box, in the trial of the criminal libel case, or the civil libel case, would 
know all about the beginning of the row, and would have his mind re- 
freshed on the subject up to the time he entered the jury box. 

I have no means of knowing the effect of this peculiar course of 
mine on the jury or the court. 

Mr. Chisholm was a Scotsman, a man of great force of character, a 
remarkably obstinate man. He was not the kind to surrender under 
fire. I heard that his friends and members of his family were begging 
him to acknowledge his defeat, pay Perkins' damages, and make 
peace with me. I also heard of his stern refusal to show any signs of 
weakness. 

After the criminal case had been tried and I had been acquitted, I 
heard that Chisholm's health had been so affected by this incident 
that he had gone to bed a sick man with a doctor in constant atten- 
dance. One day there came to my office Mr. Chisholm's doctor and 
the president of his bank. They told me the incident was costing 
Chisholm his health and probably his life. I replied bitterly that 
Chisholm had shown no mercy to the poor weakling Perkins and was 
entitled to no mercy from Perkins' employer and friend. 

The doctor, who was also a pious man, reminded me that I could 
show my greatness in giving evidence of mercy. I told him that wis- 
dom was just as much a characteristic of greatness as was mercy, and 
added that justice was even a greater virtue than mercy. I said 
Chisholm had proved, by many of his acts that I knew of, that he was 
not only a man of violent temper, but of a low standard of integrity, 
and that his word was not to be relied on. I told them that if they 
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could find a single man of good standing in Cleveland or Detroit, 
where I had come from, who would declare that Ed Scripps had ever 
broken his word, I would not only do as they wished, but would pay 
Perkins' indemnity myself. 

"Now, gentlemen," I said in conclusion, "you go out and make your- 
selves busy hunting up my record, and when you have found a man 
who has any reputation at all who is willing to make an open declara- 
tion that I have ever lied, come to me with him and I will drop the 
case." 

We then sent for Chisholm's chief attorney. I told the two men that 
if this attorney went to Chisholm's bedside and brought from him a 
message that was satisfactory to me, I would take up the case with 
them. I trusted the attorney, since very early in the case he had called 
on me trying to settle the whole matter, and had frankly and candidly 
declared his client's actions had been utterly inexcusable. 

I honestly believe the attorney visited Mr. Chisholm. He returned 
with the message that Mr. Chisholm was a dying man, that Chisholm 
was really a Christian, and that he wished to right the wrong he had 
done and prepare himself for death. I had my doubts about what was 
reported to me about Chisholm's physical condition. I had met him 
only a few days after the assault on Perkins. He was a large, robust 
man of approximately sixty. It seemed to me impossible that his 
health could so suddenly have failed. His doctor told me he had no 
organic trouble, that the sole difficulty with him was his mental suffer- 
ing on account of public humiliation. 

I sent for my attorney. The proper documents were signed with- 
drawing the suit for civil damages against the Press. The banker and 
lawyer went to the bank with me and I received from them five thou- 
sand dollars in currency. They took my receipt for the sum and a 
statement of what the money was paid for. 

I then went to Perkins* house, accompanied by the banker and law- 
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yer. We found him in bed. He was still hiccoughing. I handed him the 
money in the presence of the banker and lawyer, and took the precau- 
tion to get Perkins' receipt, which I also had the banker and lawyer 
witness. 

I dismissed the two other men, and, after they had left the room, I 
told Perkins to quit hiccoughing and get up and dress and go back to 
work or go off on a frolic. He quit hiccoughing, and chose to go off on 
a frolic. I saw no more of him for several weeks, and until after he had 
spent more than half the money he had received. 

A few weeks later, Chisholm died. 

I was shocked by the event. I believed then, and believe now, that 
had Chisholm's attack on Perkins killed Perkins, and had Chisholm 
been successful in suppressing my publicity and hence avoided public 
contumely, he would have lived many years longer, a leading and re- 
spected citizen of the city of Cleveland. 

I may be mistaken, but I never believed that simple remorse killed 
Mr. Chisholm. But neither have I ever had any doubt that Chisholm's 
death was caused by me. Had I taken a pistol and shot him to death, I 
would have felt no more and no less responsibility for that death than 
I have ever since felt. It is true that I did not know I was killing 
Chisholm when I was killing him. Nonetheless I believe that had I 
known that I was killing him at the time, I would have pursued the 
same course. I believe I would have felt no more remorse, no more 
guilt, under those circumstances than I have since felt, and I have 
felt none. 

I believed then that I was not only doing what was right, but that 
I was actually performing a public duty. 
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DURING MY first ten years as a journalist, it was a not uncom- 
mon thing for editors to be shot, and for editors to shoot other 
people. Horsewhipping of editors was sometimes indulged in, and 
more often threatened. Only once was a message brought to me that 
I was to be shot at sight. Whether that man ever saw me after that or 
not, I do not know. I know I never saw him. 

Even in these later years there have been physical encounters be- 
tween roughs and some of the Scripps editors and reporters. In the 
early days of the Press in Cleveland, I had several almost physical en- 
counters. I did not seek them, nor did I try too hard to avoid them. I 
had sense enough to know the danger of my situation. I was not so 
much afraid, I think, of other people as I was of myself. I knew that 
I would kill any man who ever struck me a blow or offered me an ex- 
treme insult, and that it would be hard for me, under some circum- 
stances, to justify my act. I never shot anyone, though. 

I have often wondered if I am a physical coward. As a small boy, 
redheaded and freckle-faced, I was the kind of boy you might expect 
I dearly loved a fight. But along about my fourteenth year I was at- 
tacked by a mild form of rheumatism. My knees swelled so that at 
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times I had to use crutches. My ankles were weak and painful at 
times. I had a bad right shoulder, the shoulder to which a boy's fight- 
ing arm is usually attached. I had fought with perhaps every boy that 
would fight at all in my school, and with most of the boys in the neigh- 
borhood. 

One evening I met in the road a boy who enjoyed as well as I did 
a good fist fight. Of course, the fight followed the meeting. My knees 
gave way and I had only one arm to strike with and that was my left. 
That boy gave me a good beating before I was able to convince him 
by drawing up my trousers and showing my knees that I was a 
cripple. However, the word went 'round that I could no longer fight. 
The number of lickings I then took would be enough to discourage 
any fighter. 

I had long recovered from this defect before I began, my career in 
Detroit Here was a water-front section, and my business carried me 
there frequently. I saw many a bloody fight, and I hated to contem- 
plate what would occur to me if I had to become involved. Soon 
enough this happened. I had grown tall and stout, and had a particu- 
larly long reach, but I had lost the art of boxing if I ever had it. But I 
knew that in that section of the city the man who didn't want to fight 
was sure to have to fight. The man that was licked by one man would 
be licked by another and another and many others. My antagonist 
was no more skillful than I was, but he was a tough, and he had no 
sense in his bullet head. I came out of the encounter if not the victor, 
at least with a very few bruises, having given a good account of 
myself. 

Several years later I had to encounter both knives and guns with 
my own gun in my hand. After this experience I began practicing 
with my pistol at a quick draw and learned to shoot from the hip. I 
had no desire to be a crack marksman. My favorite target was a gate- 
post. I felt pretty sure that if I could hit a gatepost three times out of 
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six, I could feel equally certain that I could hit a man as many times. 

I made no secret o my gun practice. I once knew an attorney who 
gained a national reputation as a fearless man and a good gun fighter. 
He had killed one man. For a time this man frequently visited me, 
and whenever we would go out together he was always practicing 
with his pistol. He told me the occasion of his pistol practice; that he 
was engaged in a trial where he had every reason to believe someone 
would try to kill him. My friend was very careful to take aim and al- 
ways held his pistol at arm's length. I told him I thought he ought to 
Lave read enough dime novels and seen enough of real life in the 
Far West to know that his greatest safety would depend on shooting 
first A week or two after his last visit with me ? this attorney was shot 
That he was not killed was due to his good fortune and not his good 
sense. For twenty years, up to a few years ago, I ceased using my 
pistol and practicing, though I always had with me or near me a 
weapon for emergencies. 

One day sometime later one of my sons came to me and told me he 
had heard that an attack was to be made on me at the first convenient 
opportunity. At first I felt scared. Then I took my pistol and went oil 
to a quiet spot where there was a telephone pole. I stepped off a dis- 
tance of thirty paces and drew my gun. I attempted to hit the target. 
I knew the persons whom I might expect to attack me and the condi- 
tions under which I would probably be attacked. I knew also that I 
would have time. I shot five cartridges that were in the cylinder and 
hit the telephone post three times. I reloaded and practiced time and 
again, sometimes only registering two shots out of three and some- 
times four out of six. But with the gun in action I shot quickly. There 
was no longer any tremble in my hand. I went back to my regular 
affairs and learned a few days later that the fight had been called off 
By intervention of the chief of police. I was an old man by that time, 
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but during the whole of my life I have never killed a man, and never 
to a certainty can I say that I even wounded one. I really wanted to 
kill a man who deserved to be killed* 

I have been engaged in such employments and I have traveled so 
far away and in so many distant parts that I have had to encounter 
dangers on several occasions. The only thing I have feared for a long 
time is that in some emergency I might get scaredand badly scared. 
I am old enough not to desire a longer life. When a few years ago, 
after a thorough overhauling by a group of doctors that I had called 
to pass on my physical condition, I was told I might live ten or twenty 
years more, I was discouraged rather than encouraged by the verdict. 
I do not want to live any such long time. Yet when my time comes, un- 
less it comes in some fortunate way, I am afraid that the nearness of 
death will scare me and cause me more mental suffering than any 
physical pain that I can bear. 

My life has been threatened on more than one occasion. I have pre- 
served it only by alertness, preparedness and bluffing. My most useful 
weapon in frightening some would-be assailant has been I know not 
how to describe it! a facial expression that always appeared when I 
was very angry or when I found myself in a desperate situation. This 
peculiar look of mine had something to do with a cast in my eye. This 
is a very common peculiarity of the Blair family, to which my mother 
belonged. It is even called "the Blair eye." My mother had this cast 
in her eye; I have it; and my oldest son, youngest daughter and one 
of my grandchildren have it. 

The first occasion when this peculiar facial expression was brought 
to my attention was in my rooms in the Wendell Hotel in Cleveland. 
In my sitting room there was a large mirror. I had slept late. A note 
had been sent me from the office telling me to "look out!" as a certain 
person had made a serious threat against me. I called for my break- 
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fast While the waiter was bringing it, I dressed and started walking 
up and down my sitting room thinking of the case and how I would 
handle the emergency. 

By chance, as I was facing the mirror, I looked up and saw my own 
face. I will not say it was distorted with anger and excitement; but, 
pale as it was, there was such an expression on it, and especially such 
a look about the eyes, as to startle me. It seemed to me that my face 
was the face of a stranger and a very dangerous man. I strove to retain 
the expression on my face and study it for a while. Then, by an act of 
will, I smoothed out my features and saw myself normal. Time and 
again I practiced this change of expression. For the first time, then, it 
occurred to me why big strong fellows had backed away from me. 

I forget the outcome of this experience, but I have never forgotten 
what I saw in the glass that day. Nor did I ever forget how, even with- 
out the artificial aid of the glass, to resume the expression. Several 
years after this discovery I was in a riot in which a number of people 
were fighting. A dozen or so men turned toward me and started to 
attack me. They came in a sort of half circle. I always carried a pistol. 
I knew I would kill somebody if I was touched. I think that every man 
who saw me at that moment was convinced of the same thing. We 
were in the anteroom of a courtroom, a comparatively small space. 
The crowd came up to perhaps a couple of yards of me. My hand was 
was moving toward my hip pocket. In an instant the circle stopped. 
There seemed to be a blanching of faces. "He's going to shoot/ 7 some- 
one screamed. The crowd fell back, turned and ran, and in an instant 
I was alone in the room. 

I have had a number of such experiences with individuals and 
groups. I have seen fists clenched and ugly looks on other men's faces. 
Yet no man has ever struck me or applied a foul epithet when face to 
face with me. 
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XI 

My Toughest Customer: Myself 



TN 1881, in the middle of my twenty-seventh year, the doctors con- 
JLdemned me to die from consumption. In those days it was believed 
that consumption was incurable. 

By that time I was fairly well off. I had, from my holdings in the 
Detroit News and the Cleveland Pr ess, an income of about ten thou- 
sand dollars a year. 

The climate of Cleveland was considered very bad for all pulmo- 
nary troubles. I had read of the Sahara Desert having the most satis- 
factory climate for this sort of trouble. 

I asked my doctors if it would be all right for me to start immedi- 
ately for Africa. One of them asked me about my family affairs. I told 
him they had nothing to do with my going anywhere or doing what- 
ever I wanted to. He replied that he thought Africa would be as good 
a place to die in as any other. I had been having serious hemorrhages. 

I didn't expect to die. I immediately informed my sister Ellen what 
my intentions were, and she as promptly volunteered to go with me, 
and in a few weeks we were on our way to Algiers. When I left Amer- 
ica that fall, it was with the firm resolve that I would never again re- 
turn to my native land. I had learned enough about Europe, on my 
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earlier trip with my brother George, to think that it was a much more 
desirable place to live in than America. 

Notwithstanding my wide experiences for a young man o twenty- 
seven, I was in many respects only a great boy. I thought that I was 
old, and wise, and disillusioned, and perhaps near the end of my life, 
if what the doctors said was true. This possibility, as I said, didn't im- 
press me much, however. 

It will be remembered that my boyish dreams were of a literary 
career. Circumstances had forced me into a business career. I was de- 
termined to return to my boyish dream of pure literature. Ellen and I 
first went to England and remained there for two or three weeks. 
Ellen was visiting some of her relatives, on her mother's side. We also 
had a number of relatives in common on my father's side, and we 
visited some of them. 

My slight knowledge of England prompted me to believe that Eng- 
lish governmental institutions, both national and municipal, were far 
superior to American institutions. I was determined, when I got well, 
to establish myself permanently in England, or perhaps France or 
Northern Italy. The little I had seen of the two latter places before had 
charmed me greatly. 

From London we went to Paris, and thence to Marseilles. We con- 
tinued by steamer from Marseilles to Algiers. 

Either I did not have tuberculosis to start with, or else my constitu- 
tion was such as to enable me to recover from it quickly. Within three 
months after landing at the port of Algiers, I had ceased not only to 
have hemorrhages, but even to cough much. I weighed 120 pounds 
when I left New York, and within four months was up to 180 pounds. 

After about six months I left Africa and returned with my sister, 
traveling through Italy, Switzerland, France, Belgium, Holland, 
Germany and Austria, through the whole of one summer. 

We went to the Mediterranean, through Spain, and on to Tunis. 

130 



My Toughest Customer: Myself 

We went to Cairo and traveled through the Holy Land on horseback 
to Beirut. We went clear around the Mediterranean, visiting Ephesus, 
Smyrna, Constantinople, Athens and Corfu. Sometimes we stopped at 
Lake Como, and qther times went up to spend a few days at Lake 
Garda. All the time I was constantly on the lookout for some place to 
make my permanent home. 

I was nearly two years altogether on this trip. I paid particular at- 
tention to national governmental affairs, and city government. I was 
interested in army and police methods. I was twice in England, and 
made a number of friends there. 

I finally concluded that, while still convinced of the evils that ex- 
isted in the United States, as a democrat I could find no more satis- 
factory homeland. 

During the last few weeks of my stay in Europe I decided a number 
of other things. Whatever might have happened had I begun sooner, 
I decided, I was no longer fit for a literary career. I was nearing the 
end of my twenty-ninth year. I had for many years indulged exces- 
sively in drink, and was always involved in one or more affairs with 
women. I had arrived at the conclusion that a real, lasting love affair 
was impossible. I had also arrived at a condition of absolute disgust 
for all women with light morals. 

I dedicated myself to the determination that, when I put foot on 
American soil again, I would abandon drink and companionship with 
loose women. I would go to work for the sake of work, for the sake of 
having something to do to escape boredom. I determined also to seek 
out some nice woman near my own age, to whom I could candidly 
acknowledge my own past, marry her, and rear a family of children. 

I had no particular plans in a business way. I was not even sure I 
would take up newspaper work again. I was only determined to do 
something and do it hard, and live a decent, clean, temperate life, and 
join the common herd of American businessmen. I wanted to burrow 
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down, as it were, into the middle of the mass of common people, and 
be one of them and do all that the best kind of people were doing- 
working hard, living - soberly, and bearing responsibilities as a 
husband and father. I had come to the conclusion that no man could 
be a complete man who didn't live a man's life completely. 

For two years I had been traveling. I hadn't been actually loafing, 
because I had been reading much, and I had seen so many sights that 
I had actually become sick of them. But still such work as I was doing 
was not satisfying to me. I felt the need of expending a greater 
amount of energy. 

I had also become satiated and disgusted by rny own habits. To a 
large extent, I kept aU my resolutions for several years. I never en- 
tirely gave up drinking, but I did drink only temperately. I was ex- 
tremely chaste. There is nothing like hard work, mental or physical, 
to overcome bad habits and appetites. 

I think that the second part of my business career, which began 
with my return from Europe in 1883, was successful mainly because 
I was not working for success in business so much as I was working to 
overcome my natural and acquired dispositions. 

I have passed rather lightly over the period of my second tour 
abroad. This is not because it was unimportant in my life, but because 
the really important things that happened to me were internal de- 
velopments rather than external happenings. So much have I always 
valued the educational effect of my various trips abroad that I have 
urged (so far vainly) my sons to travel extensively outside their own 
country. 

On this trip I read much, mostly history and daily newspapers and 
other current publications. My sister and I were simply tourists. We 
carried no letters of introduction with us. It was only occasionally and 
by chance that we met people of distinction. I may admit here that I 
experienced often a feeling of mortification because, while my sister 
found it easy to meet with and easily become acquainted with men 
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and women of some distinction, I found myself generally regarded as 
a sort of wild, rather impossible kind of American youth. It is true that 
I was assertive enough to secure attention from people I found myself 
with, but such attention as I received was not, as I recall, complimen- 
tary. I quarreled with a great many people with whom it would have 
been better for me to have kept peace. I was harsh and exacting with 
servants in the hotels, on boats and on railroad trains. While I fully 
recognized my lack of good breeding, I had then, as I have always 
had, a disposition to boast and bully. This resulted from a desire to. 
attract attention to myself. I wanted to learn things of people. I was 
impatient at the slower method of quietly and modestly ingratiating 
myself. Until I could obtain recognition, I could not obtain that atten- 
tion which should make other people communicative with me. 

I spent altogether about five years of my early life in foreign travel. 
I have no recollection of their being anything like holidays or time 
devoted to pleasure. Rather it seems that aH my days spent in foreign 
travel were strenuous days. Perhaps I never worked harder in my life 
than I did during the eighteen or more months that I was traveling 
with Ellen. I read enormously. I concentrated my efforts on learning 
French and German. My sister took up Spanish and Italian. I became 
fairly proficient in French, but never got far enough along in German 
to make it easy for me to read the language. Most of my solid reading, 
while abroad, was in French. I also reread Gibbon's Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire in this period. 

I observed critically. I compared what I had read with what I saw. 
I compared what I was learning during my travels with what I had 
learned, and seen, and thought in all of those years of my life that had 
gone before. I generalized even more than I analyzed. I was formu- 
lating my convictions. I came to conclusions, made final decisions. I 
returned to America a matured man. I had served my apprenticeship, 
and had been through many sorts of schools of experience. 

Physically, I was completely recovered. Mentally and physically, I 

133 



Damned Old Crank 

felt myself fit and strong. I felt myself fitter and stronger and better 
equipped than any man whom I had known in America, and perhaps 
quite as well equipped as any other man whom I was to find on my 
return. I had lost a whole lot of my youthful vanity and conceit, too, 
in spite of what I have said in previous paragraphs. I was no longer 
ambitious. I did not want to become great or even to acquire the repu- 
tation for being great, which is a very different thing. I simply wanted 
to work and do things. I wanted to become more human. I wanted to 
cast off some of my peculiarities and eccentricities. I wanted to cease 
playing any sort of role. I wanted to find a wife, and become an every- 
day sort of a father of a family. I was weary of all my philosophy and 
all of my dunking. I did not care to learn any more about anything. 
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AS I say, I came to a number of conclusions, principally about 
JLJL social and economic and political matters. If I never became a 
socialist, it is largely because I don't know much about socialism. I 
have never to this day read Karl Marx, although I did read Ruskin and 
some of the writings of William Morris. During the past twenty or 
thirty years I have read much of socialism and have had quite a num- 
ber of very intimate friends who were socialists. One or two of them 
were practically anarchists. 

During those early days I was a radical, it is true, but my radicalism 
consisted in my disgust with and even hatred of the bungling capital- 
ist and employing classes. I was not really deeply moved by sympathy 
for the poor and the unfortunate. My antagonism was directed 
against those people in America who have had such splendid chances 
and as a whole have made such a miserable failure of their oppor- 
tunities. 

I was nineteen when I was interested in a certain corporation that 
employed skilled labor. The workmen declared a strike. There were 
less than forty laborers, nearly all known to me personally. I had little 
respect for their wisdom or common sense. The strike began. It was 
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significant of my self-conceit and my cheek that I went before the 
board of directors and told them that I had a way of breaking the 
strike if I were permitted to do certain things. I laid out before them 
my plan, which seemed to them good. 

Inside a week I had replaced every striker with as good a man as 
himself. No matter how! Then the old workingmen came to me to tell 
what their agreements had been and what their present hardships 
were. As I said, I knew all of them personally. At their solicitation I 
visited a number of their homes. I saw things that made me feel 
ashamed at the part I had been playing. 

Without saying anything to the old-fossil directors, I undertook to 
make the acquaintance and learn something about the character of 
the strikebreakers. All or nearly all the strikers were married men 
with families. Every one of the strikebreakers was unmarried and 
comparatively young, some of them very young. By one means and 
another I and the old workmen persuaded every one of these new- 
comers to leave. In order to save the faces of the dignified, superior 
men who formed the directorate of the company, the old workingmen 
made some concessions in their demands and were allowed to return. 
It was not more than two weeks later that business as usual was going 
on in that institution. The men whom I had been dealing with were 
members of the union. For the first time I learned from them what 
unionism meant and what its history had been. And then I had had 
this experience with the directors, who were really not directors at 
all, but merely old foo-foos, who were themselves directed by an 
employee manager. 

From that time on in such a small way as I could, I have been level- 
ing my guns at the employer class, whether they be capitalists or 
mere borrowers of capital. 

My purpose in life or at least my uppermost purpose has been to 
serve the common people of my country. Consistently, in season and 
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out of season, have I advocated the cause of tlie workingman at least, 
the man of small income and means. It has been a great disappoint- 
ment to me, and a greater discouragement, always to have had im- 
pressed upon my mind incidents that went to prove that poverty has 
been caused, mainly, by the ignorance and unwisdom, and the lack 
of force, of my clients. I have deeply and maturely considered the 
subject of education as a remedy of poverty, as a bulwark against op- 
pression. Alas! I have been able to discover no remedy there. Educa- 
tion, or that which passes for education, appears to be absolutely 
ineffective. 

I am not a socialist. I can see hope in socialism no more than I can 
see hope for socialism. To me, socialism seems to be another word for 
absurdity. But on the other hand, capitalism seems to me to be 
tragedy a tragedy to be all the more fearful the longer its denoue- 
ment is delayed. 

I have faced this problem of socialism with instinctive sympathy 
and comprehension, and rational repugnance. There is no place on 
this world or the known universe for peace. There can be no progress, 
nor even any life, except that it be the fruit of struggle, the offspring 
of death. The justice that we prate about is not divine justice or 
natural justice, but the whispering plaint of wearied, outworn, never- 
resting, always-suffering humanity, whose belief in Christly and other 
religions is fathered by a wish to evade the inexorable, the greater 
justice. 

Why does a man want wealth? Why political office? Why ecclesi- 
astic dignity? Why a prominent position in society or in a community? 
Why many friends? 

Why do men throw themselves so wholeheartedly into business? 
Why, after a man has obtained a complete competence, does he con- 
tinue to struggle in business and continually, time after time, jeopard- 
ize all the enough that he has for the chance of gaining more than 
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enough, which he considers possible? Why do young men run foot 
races, and in groups, struggle one group against anotheron the dia- 
mond in a game of baseball, and on the gridiron in a game of football? 
Why do boys box with bare fists or with gloves, and why is it that one 
nation wars against another? Why do clergymen preach and pro- 
fessors teach? 

It has been suggested to my mind that there may be one all- 
sufficient answer to each and every one of the above questions, and 
thousands more questions. 

Why does the sun shine, giving light and radiating heat? Why does 
the apple fall to the ground? Why does the vapor arise from the lake? 
To these questions and many thousands more, one answer might be 
sufficient. 

The answer? Force. 

So far as we know, force is everywhere in existence, and is as infi- 
nite as space and time. From both the religious or supernatural, and 
the materialist point of view, the soul or mind of man can be defined 
as force (whatever other definitions may be applicable to the same 
thing). 

The mind of man can only exist in expressing itself in force, and the 
body of man is either a dead body, or else is in every one of its parts 
expressing itself in force, and existing only and because of this ex- 
pression in all its multitudinous forms of activity. 

The mind of man is force, expressing itself in direction, and perhaps 
in many other ways. That part of force which is a man's mind or soul, 
whether it be a collection of many forces, or is one indivisible and 
eternal force, must continue and must have direction. The desires 
for wealth, political office, ecclesiastical preferment, or social pre- 
eminence are each of them directions of the force of the mind. Force 
cannot be annihilated. It can only be diverted from one path of col- 
lision with another force. 
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Men strive for wealth, for position. They strive on the market and 
on the battlefield, because men are forces. Only things that are dead 
and inert can be directionless and devoid of force. If force is ubiqui- 
tous and eternal, there can be nothing dead and nothing inert. A gran- 
ite boulder may only differ from a human being in the direction of 
its force expression. 

Peace* What condition does the word peace signify? Peace is a defi- 
nition of something that is not existing. Peace signifies an absence of 
conflicting forces or directions in men's minds or souls. 

But mind or soul is only force, and force must have direction. Can 
all force for example, the forces that are represented by human mind 
and body exist and have direction, and not be in conflict? The physi- 
cist might with reason declare that theoretically such might be the 
condition, but at the same time, he would have to declare that nothing 
discernible in the universe, material or spiritual, indicates that forces 
ever took parallel lines in the same direction. On the other hand, both 
physicists and metaphysicians might go so far as to argue that if force 
did not express itself by encountering other force, it would not be 
force at all. Such an imaginable force might be equal to that other fig- 
ment of imagination, deadness or inertness. 

Eternal peace indicates the absence of conflict or friction, struggle. 
It means that imaginary thing called death, or inertness. Even if the 
minds of some men yearn for death, for annihilation, for the Buddhist 
nirvana, their yearning is no more effective than is the child's desire 
to grasp the moon. 

Life and peace are antitheses. Men will war against one another, 
many against another many, so long as men live, for exactly the same 
reason that the sun radiates heat and light. A dead sun will not radiate 
heat and light, but the sun we recognize is the antithesis of a dead sun. 
In fact, a dead sun is not a sun. Nor would a peace-keeping, nonstrug- 
gling entity be a man. Such an entity would be something never seen 
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on land or sea, something that would be impossible both to imagine 
and logically explain. 

Yet because I am human and normal, and hence weak, and because 
I suffer in myself and in seeing others suffer, I am driven, despite my 
will and my reason, to join my kind in their protest against the inevi- 
table, and hence I fight in the ranks of the socialists: an almost hope- 
less unit in a hopeful army. Nothing in the world could make me 
happier than to lose all my convictions, even at the cost of all my 
possessions. 

I wonder how many other men there are in the capitalistic class 
who are even-minded with myself in this? I have an idea that the very 
greatness which is required to make oneself a great capitalist requires, 
by implication, such a mental attitude. Perhaps only those capitalists 
are naturally vicious who enjoy, by inheritance or other accident, that 
power of capitalism which they did not originate. 

From what little I have read about socialismand nearly all that 
has been from the pens of its critics I have discovered no practical 
plan for the elimination of the unfit and for the domination of the fit. 

I arn convinced of the eventual development of government along 
a line apparently pursued by socialists which will have for its goal 
something as far from the ideal of its propagandists as is the institu- 
tion of the present-day Christian church different from the spirit and 
teaching of Christ. 

The desired end of socialism seems to be to obtain at one and the 
same time the satisfaction of the social instinct and purely physical 
necessities, without having to pay the heavy price of serfdom for it. I 
believe that the obtaining of this end may be practicable and that 
socialism, as it exists, is an experimental effort in this direction which 
is hound to result in great progress. 

Yet the whole theory of socialism, as it stands now, is based upon 
the assumption that the world's natural opportunities are so small that 
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it is possible for any number of men in combination to monopolize 
these opportunities. 

Further, socialism is based really upon a spirit of conservatism, of 
nonproductiveness. The effect of socialism would be that society 
would not only be satisfied with the knowledge it at present possesses, 
but that there would be no increase by discovery of new fields of 
human activity. The socialist would take possession of the world ma- 
terial and social as it exists today, and divide it up into shares, and 
thereafter have society continue to exist upon the product hitherto 
accumulated, taking no further step forward into the undiscovered 
and virgin fields of opportunity. 

Poverty, real or comparative inequality in the matter of property 
possession, is not caused by oppressive great men, bad government 
and bad institutions. It is only caused by lack of knowledge, lack of 
intelligence and the reckless wastefulness of the individual. 

If poverty is not criminal, if the ordinary poor man is not a criminal, 
it is only because a lack of knowledge or a lack of desire "to get on 
in the world** is not criminal. If the average poor man is not a criminal, 
I and men Like me having ability to understand things and to know 
conditions, would be criminal if we allowed ourselves to be afflicted 
with poverty. 

Perhaps I would be doing better if, instead of devoting .my energies 
to denouncing wealth and inspiring the masses to jealousy and revo- 
lution, I would devote my whole efforts to an attempt to teach men 
that each individual is able by industry, self -instruction and economy 
to make himself and his family independent of and free from injurious 
oppression on the part of the wealthiest, most covetous and greedy 
of his fellows. 

(Editor's Note: The material in this chapter was written in 1914.) 
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I CANNOT PRETEND that I went into journalism because I had 
a call to serve humanity. No idea came to me in my early days as a 
newspaperman that I owed the public a duty. I cannot even now re- 
call the time when the idea first dawned upon me that I was working 
for others than myself. However, I learned, as every editor of a suc- 
cessful newspaper does learn very soon, that an editor has an extra- 
ordinarily great influence on the public, and that the influence may be 
for good or ill. 

I will give myself credit for having from the very first sufficient 
moral bias to cause me to do good rather than evil. 

It took years for me to develop to the point where I was willing to 
sacrifice any great immediate temporary advantage for the purpose of 
doing a public service. 

I do not think that I ever became thoroughly intrenched in the 
habit of altruism until I had learned by experience that even if hon- 
esty was not the best policy, it was a policy by which at least a news- 
paper editor could not only enjoy business success but something still 
more valuable the confidence and respect and even the affection of 
a large part of the public. 
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As time went on and the fruits of my experience accumulated, I 
learned that it was so easy to be successful hy simply being honest 
and altruistic as an editor, that I could win more easily and more 
surely and enjoy more leisure and (I must admit it) enjoy the excite- 
ment of battle on occasion, by being so than I could by any other 
course. 

The necessity, then, of my profession has fixed upon me a habit of 
being a good citizen, a habit so confirmed by long years of practice 
that it has acquired all the force of an original instinct 

The profession of journalism is a peculiar one. Its raison cPStre is 
public service. A man who believes in what he is doing can and gener- 
ally will succeed. A man who does not believe in what he is doing may 
be successful, but will find it very difficult. It is possible for a hypo- 
crite, by exercising constant self -restraint, to appear to be as good as 
the most sincere moralist, but it is awfully hard work. 

The editor who wants to serve the public finds it easy and enjoyable 
work, and comparatively easy to retain the public's good will. The 
editor who wants to serve only himself and plays a role for the pur- 
pose of fooling the public for profit, finds it extremely difficult day 
after day and year after year in all emergencies of temptation and 
personal irritation so to control his actions as not to reveal his true 
character. 

Preachers of the gospel and editors of successful papers both must 
preach good moral doctrine. It is one of my guiding principles as a 
journalist that great wealth is not a blessing either to the nation or to 
an individual. Capital is a danger; large capital is never acquired by 
individuals as a result of perfectly fair play. 

Capitalists must exist, but the danger of their existence can be mini- 
mized by constant attacks and public ill will. Keep the capitalist busy 
defending what he has got, and the very activity enforced upon him 
makes him a better citizen and more considerate neighbor and em- 
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ployer. Capitalists resting secure behind the fortifications of ancient 
and obsolete, or modern, corruptly obtained laws, become vicious, 
arrogant and harmful alike to themselves and the community. 

New brooms sweep cleanest No great harm to the nation, and 
hence the vast majority of its citizens, would be suffered by the elimi- 
nation by lawful process of the wealth and privileges of the present 
plutocratic governing classes. France lost nothing and gained much 
by the elimination of the old regime, and the bloody terror of France 
was a health-giving surgical operation. The people of the United 
States should be taught that there are perfectly lawful and proper and 
moral ways of ridding themselves of their present masters. Old laws 
that protect wealth and property if improperly acquired or uselessly 
employed can be substituted in this democracy by laws that will work 
no such evil. 

The people of the United States should be taught that there should 
be a revolution in the country, a lawful revolution, a revolution of 
la^ws, and they should be taught how best to obtain this revolution. 

Organized labor is an effort in this direction. Organized labor is not 
socialistic, though it cunningly but unconsciously trades on socialism. 
There is more room for individualism in labor unionism than in any 
form of democracy yet invented. But the individualism of labor 
unionism is a different kind of individualism. Individualism is under- 
stood by the purely commercial or capitalistic class in only one form, 
and a low form. Its one expression is the right of every man to get 
richer than his neighbor. The individualism of labor unionism is the 
individualism of real democracy. In labor union organizations, men 
obtain positions of power and influence not as they do in our present 
commercial republic, by mere possession of wealth, but by force of 
character and intellect and by the greater force and the nobler one 
of justice and good will toward their fellows. 

The possession of wealth, no matter how much, whether it be 
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greater than a competency or only a competency, whether it consists 
of land and goods, of money in the bank, or paid up or partially paid 
up insurance policies, weakens every man that has such possessions, 
makes him a more selfish man, a more timid man. 

As a newspaper owner I believe that a newspaper's income should 
not only be great enough to pay its going expenses, including the 
wages and other compensations necessary to secure and retain the 
employment of men of considerable ability, but they should be great 
enough to guarantee a profit, in ordinary times, of such dimensions as 
will rapidly make a reserve fund. 

A newspaper fairly and honestly conducted in the interests of the 
great masses of the public must at all times antagonize the selfish in- 
terests of that very class which furnishes the larger part of a news- 
paper's income. It must occasionally so antagonize this class as to 
cause it not only to cease patronage, to a greater or lesser extent, but 
to make actually offensive warfare against the newspaper. 

In order to maintain a newspaper's entire independence, it is nec- 
essary that the newspaper shall be so conducted that its revenue from 
the advertising class will be the smallest possible that the class can 
afford to get on with. The advertising patronage that such a news- 
paper has should only be a result of the necessity of the newspaper's 
patrons to get publicity for personal or selfish reasons. 

The man who carries a gun, and is known to carry a gun, seldom 
needs it. The newspaper whose reserve of capital is large, and is 
known to be large, is almost wholly free from the danger of boycott by 
advertisers who would certainly resort to pressure in order to subdue 
a newspaper whose treasury was small and whose existence depended 
from day to day upon its advertising patronage. 

The first of my principles is that I have constituted myself the ad- 
vocate of that large majority of people who are not so rich in worldly 
goods and native intelligence as to make them equal, man for man, in 
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the struggle with individuals of the wealthier and more intellectual 
class. 

The press of this country is now, and always has been, so thoroughly 
dominated by the wealthy few of the country that it cannot be de- 
pended upon to give the great mass of the people that correct infor- 
mation concerning political, economic and social subjects which it is 
necessary that they shall have in order that they shall vote and in all 
ways act in the best way to protect themselves from the brutal force 
and chicanery of the ruling and employing class. I have sought to give 
these people all that information which will strengthen them in their 
unequal contest with their masters. 

In furtherance of this latter policy I have sought to teach the com- 
mon people the value even the necessityof combination. Although 
I fully recognize the many evils inherent in trade unionism, I have ad- 
vocated its extension, the perfecting of its discipline, and its compre- 
hending political activity. 

Whenever there is a contest between the ruling classes, including 
not only employers but government officials, on one side, and the 
wage earners, the poor men and even the moderately well-to-do men, 
on the other side, I have chosen to be the associate, friend and fellow 
striver of the second party. 

I have assumed, for purposes of guiding my own conduct, that the 
first party is mainly wrong and the second party is of more than ques- 
tionable worth and morality. 

I have assumed that there are enough other newspapers and enough 
other forces arrayed against us to insure that no general and far- 
reaching injustice will result even from the temporary successes of 
men and measures in my party that are intrinsically bad. 

I do not "stand for men** all men as Henry George is said to have 
done. I have been an uncompromising partisan of that great majority 
of our people who are strong only in numbers. 

It is not one of my journalistic principles to reform all the political 
and other social movements of our people. Even when I cause to be 
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published arguments and matters of fact, the purpose of which is to 
persuade the masses of men to be temperate or totally abstemious in 
the use of liquor, it has not been for the purpose of saving souls. It has 
only been for the purpose of making my partisans more efficient in 
their struggle with their antagonists. 

In a municipal contest between the great majority of the citi- 
zensthe working class and the capitalistic element, I would aid my 
partisans even did I know that their success would give the city poor 
government and that the success of their opponents would give the 
city good government. 

In fact I have not a whole series of journalistic principles. I have 
only one principle, and that is represented by an effort to make it 
harder for the rich to grow richer and easier for the poor to keep from 
growing poorer. 

It can be said, and it can even be proved to the satisfaction of most 
men, that there is no difference between my business principle and 
the business principle that governs the majority of newspaper owners; 
and it also can be said and proved to the satisfaction of the same 
people that the ethics of my journalism are no better than those of the 
most venal and selfish of my profession. 

It can be said that the net results of making money in order to make 
an independent newspaper are the same as if I were to make my news- 
paper serve only to make me money. It can be said and be believed by 
very honest, serious-minded men that it is no less wicked to be radical 
partisans of one party than it is to be radical partisans of the other. 

Lately I have talked much with my sons about the future of my 
concern. I have said to them: 

What is the fundamental principle and spirit of one of my news- 
papers? It is everything that is human. It is nothing that is remarkable. 
This principle, this spark of vitality and vigor, is a moral principle. As 
a whole body, my newspaper concern is as full of corruption, of weak- 
ness and immorality, as is any human being. 

-But, despite the existence of all these elements, there also exists the 
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moral principle of protest It is and always has been in evidence by 
reason of iconoclastic activity. If there is anything in it that is con- 
structive, it is hardly discernible, even to me. So much of my news- 
paper work has been that of protest against what is, and tijat of effort 
to destroy existing conditions, that there has been little time or energy 
to direct toward constructive work. 

Against what has this spirit and activity of protest been directed? 

It has been directed against all that is in social organization. 

As against the old thesis that "Whatever is, is right/' I have set up 
the antithesis that "Whatever is, is wrong" and must be changed. 

Otherwise there can be no human progress; otherwise there can 
be only stagnation, inertia and perhaps retrogression. 

I have protested against the governmental system that had to be 
wrong because it was old and had originated tinder conditions of 
society, of material development or lack of development, and of 
ignorance of the science of today. 

I have protested against undemocratic government carried on 
under the false name of democracy. 

I have protested against too great usurpation of power on the 
part of the rich and the intellectual that is used to oppress the less 
fortunate. 

I have protested against the inequality of opportunity. 

I have protested against outworn theology and superstition, against 
old creeds that were almost universally repeated and proclaimed 
hypocritically by nonbelievers. 

I have protested against all sorts of authority, save that exercised 
by a man for the sole purpose of benefiting mankindagainst all 
authority that was not based upon the immediate and voluntary and 
present desire and wish of those who submitted to the same. 

I have protested against all sorts of legislatures whose members 
obtained position by corrupt practices, by chicanery, by false 
pretenses. 
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I have protested most especially against the rule of the lawyer and 
the usurpation and oppressive use of the power of the courts. 

I have protested against the claims of the court to the sacredness 
of their office. 

All of the things I have protested against socialism protests against. 
Perhaps because there has been no occasion for protest, I have not 
protested against most of the claims of socialism. 

Incidentally, I will say that my belief is that there would be few 
left in the ranks of socialism if all of those men that are now reckoned 
as socialists but who only consent to be in the ranks of socialism be- 
cause of their aversion to the wrongdoing of monarchy, aristocracy 
and plutocracy, were taken out. 

Thirty-five years ago, as a journalist, I was as unformed, unde- 
veloped and plastic as a newborn babe. The spirit that moved me as 
a journalist, however, was the spirit of protest. It moved and exercised 
itself unconsciously that is to say, unconscious of any purpose well- 
defined or even possible of definition. I had no end in view. I can 
almost say that I was absolutely deficient of any conscious or un- 
conscious general or particular moral principles such as I recognize 
myself possessed of today. 

I just grew by fighting fighting because it is in my nature to fight, 
and fighting that which, whatever it was, antagonized me. It was 
natural that I fought that which most antagonized me, although I 
did not for a long time stop to think what particular class of people 
and conditions were antagonistic to me. I resented authority, and as 
authority found itself in the hands of usurpers, I fought the usurpers, 
selfishly and egotistically, never recognizing, for a long time at least, 
that there was a real principle at stake, that there was anything else 
at stake excepting a personal victory. I hunted and fought instinc- 
tively, as the wolf and the lion and the fish in the sea hunt and fight: 
because it was my nature, as it is theirs, to hunt and fight and devour 
prey, 
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Therefore, in considering the moral principle upon which one of 
my newspapers stands, no mistake must be made based upon the 
supposition that any Scripps newspaper rests on the broad foundation 
of a large and well-ordered body of ethical principles. 

Because I was a poor man and a workingman, and because I felt 
that in common with these other poor men and workingmen I had 
natural rights that were being trampled upon by richer men and more 
intellectual men than myself and my fellows, I fought in the blind 
fury of resentment. I fought so furiously that I passed out of the ranks 
of the poor and oppressed and advanced well into those of my op- 
ponents, still cutting and still slashing, but still holding my own, 
preferring rather to remain alone in my own little role than to join 
forces with the new men I had around me, as against my old associ- 
ates, and refusing also to give up the spoils of my bow and spear to 
return to those I had left behind me, groveling in their slavery and 
in their misery, grumbling much but daring not enough. 

Just as I, as a man, had found myself isolated, surrounded by a 
host of enemies that I chose to be enemies, courted by those whom I 
would not have as friends, so has my newspaper organization ad- 
vanced well into the ranks of great and powerful combinations and 
corporations of intellectual men. 

What has the future in store for me and my newspapers? 

I cannot stand still, and they cannot. Standing still means stagna- 
tion, torpidity, disease and death. 

We can only go back to our old friends by submitting to slavery. 
We can permit ourselves to be absorbed and to become a part of the 
militant, the fighting aristocracy, that little rank of the few and 
mighty who stand holding almost all the world of humanity at bay 
while we are enjoying wrongly acquired possessions. 

Not for long will we be allowed to occupy our position of splendid 
isolation. Not for long can we keep our hearts in sympathy with the 
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slaves of whom we are the champions, if we live in splendid palaces 
and feed around princely tables. 

In what will we be different from other princes of power? Already 
we have grown suspect to our followers and supporters. Already have 
our followers and our equals grown restive of our position among 
them and isolated from them. It is only a question of time, perhaps, 
until our position will be the hardest of all. We will become the 
common enemies of both contending forces. 

Capitalism will desire to destroy us, the disturbers of their peace. 
Serfdom will recognize us as not of their kind, and will join their 
old enemy in an effort to destroy us. 

We must either fight on farther and climb to greater heights, or 
retreat and be destroyed as cowardswho should be destroyed. 

The whole press of the United States, outside of the Scripps news- 
papers, with perhaps a few exceptions journals of comparatively 
little influence among the governing classes is now subject to and 
dominated by capitalism. This press has, for the most part, been 
founded by men who, temperamentally unlike myself and my associ- 
ates, were fit members of the army to which they now belong. It is 
impossible for these men to be absorbed and assimilated without 
their newspapers' being destroyed as properties. 

It is my conviction that it is impossible, even if we were willing, 
to join the army of plutocracy, since the mere fact of our attempting 
to join with these people would, by the destruction of our properties, 
eliminate us from the capitalist class. 

Our position might be likened to that of Cortez in his invasion of 
Mexico; to that of Caesar, who, landing in the island of Britain, 
burned his ships behind him; to that of Napoleon, who kindled the 
flame of war in Europe and could only exist, being a soldier, so long 
as warfare continued. 

We can only hold together, having supporting us the army of our 
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followers, so long as we fight hard and fight and win battles for them: 
so long as we fight against privilege and successfully by degrees 
transfer some of the privileges of the few to the many. We must 
maintain our army by giving them booty gained from the common 
enemy. 

It is the opinion of the founder of the Scripps newspapers that 
there is only battle ahead, and certain destruction behind. 

It is my opinion that the certainty of continual victory as the result 
of fighting is as great as the certainty of destruction as the result of 
retreat 

The political world of the United States is ripe for and prepared 
for change, revolutionary change, and it is waiting only for leader- 
ship that can organize; the leadership of a man, of a band of men, who 
has or have all the weapons and all the ingenuity, the capacity for 
stratagem and tactics of the dominant class, as well as the sympathy 
and confidence of the great mass of the dispossessed. 

This is a time for great men, for brave men, and for men who know 
how. 
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XIV 

I Hire Some Christians 



T HAVE OWNED many newspapers. I have owned papers in cities 
JL that I have never visited I have met residents of all the cities in 
which my papers have existed, however, and have found that I have 
as many different kinds of reputation as I have newspapers. The 
people who know these newspapers have formed their estimates of me 
by what they know of the papers themselves. As no two of the papers 
are alike, it is not strange that I should find so many different esti- 
mates of myself. 

Of all the reputations I have won, that which pleases me most is 
the reputation I have won on account of tie Cincinnati Post. Friends 
from Detroit and Cleveland regard me as a wealthy man. Friends 
that I have met from Cincinnati regard me as a good man, a good citi- 
zen, and an honest and courageous man. They may or may not know 
of my being wealthy. It seems that my wealth, or lack of wealth, has 
no bearing on their estimate of me and my character. I imagine I 
have fewer enemies in Cincinnati than anywhere else that I have 
published a paper, and that such enemies as I have respect me highly. 

The Post was not originally a Scripps paper. Late in 1880 two 
brothers named Walter and Albert Wellman founded in Cincinnati a 
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journal called the Penny Paper. It was published from a job office. 
It had lasted for a few weeks when Walter Wellman came to Detroit 
to ask my brother James if he would be interested in backing the 
new enterprise. My brother was greatly attracted to Wellman, who 
was a very capable young journalist. He made a bargain with him 
whereby the Scripps interests would advance ten thousand dollars in 
capital and take sixty per cent of the corporation that was to be 
formed. 

I was then editor of the St. Louis Chronicle. In response to a letter 
from James I came east to Cincinnati to superintend the formation of 
the new company. I was then in favor with James, and was permitted 
to take up some stock ten per cent, I believe in the new company. 

After a few weeks I went back to St. Louis. Shortly after this I 
was removed from my St. Louis job by James and sent back to 
Cleveland. While in Cleveland it was understood, however, that I 
was to look after the new paper, called the Cincinnati Post. 

Sometime early in the summer of 1881, a wire from Wellman in- 
formed me that he had been arrested for blackmail, and asked me to 
come immediately to his assistance. I went to Cincinnati, and found 
Wellman had been made the victim of a "frame-up." A king gambler 
named "Policy Bill" Smith had hired a detective agency to put the 
Cincinnati Post out of business. Wellman was attacking the enor- 
mously wealthy Smith on his policy activities, and also the police, 
for permitting the swindling to continue. 

The Wellmans were all for settlement. They wanted to close the 
paper, quit, and leave the city. Walter had been promised immunity 
from further prosecution if he would do so. I told the men they had 
no power in the matter, and employed an attorney to take care of the 
case. Since I had control of the paper, I was able to prevent the 
publication of any confession or apology. 

Ifjf lawyer told me that this offense of blackmail was not extra- 
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ditable. I told the Wellmans that I would buy out their stock and pay 
them $3,000 for it. Then they could slip across the river into Kentucky, 
and by staying out of Ohio, avoid danger. They accepted my pro- 
posal, with the result that the Scripps interests now owned all the 
stock of the Cincinnati Post. I forget what proportion of the Wellman 
stock I took probably all or most of it. 

At my brother's instigation, I put in as business manager of the 
Post an old fellow named Charles A. Worthington, who was very 
honest and very wooden-headed. He had been a serviceable em- 
ployee in the business office of the Detroit Evening News. As editor 
I installed Robert B. Ross, whom I have mentioned already. 

These two were in charge of the Post when I left in 1881 to go to 
Europe. When I visited Cincinnati on my return from Europe in 
1883, 1 found business conditions terrible. The paper had an income 
of about $1,000 a month and expenses of about $2,500. However, for 
a man looking for work, it had several advantages over the other 
Scripps papers in Detroit, Cleveland, Buffalo and St. Louis. While 
Ross was absolutely worthless as an editor, he was a genius as a 
writer, and was a fighter from start to finish. His own work on the 
Cincinnati Post had made the paper, little as it was, a power in the 
city. Another advantage the Post had over the other Scripps papers 
was that its competitor the Cincinnati Times-Star was then a weak 
sister. While I was looking for work and hard work I was not 
looking, just then, for an impossible task. It seemed to me that the 
size of the job presented in Cincinnati was big enough for me, and 
not too big. 

I found that Ross had been sick for some months, and was confined 
to his room. A cub reporter named Ridenour was acting as editor. 
Ross was discouraged on account of his health. Worthington was very 
depressed by the economic situation, and considered the case hope- 
less. The paper was in debt for around $10,000. The original 
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advanced by the Scrippses had vanished long before my return. 
Worthington had, by the death of an uncle, come into an inheritance 
of about $30,000. He calculated that his share of the losses of the 
Post would more than eat up what interest he would get from his 
inheritance. Besides, he was much put out by his share of the debt 
represented by the stock. He offered me his stock for one dollar, 
provided I would take over the debt liability of the stock. A few 
weeks later I bought Ross's stock, paying him about $2,000 for it. 
I also assumed his debt. Then I bought Sweeney's stock. Thus I gained 
possession of fifty-five per cent of the whole stock. The other stock- 
holders, after this, were my sister Ellen, five per cent; James E. 
Scripps, twenty per cent and George A., twenty per cent. For the 
first time in my life, I owned the controlling stock in a newspaper. I 
realized well enough at the time that I had bought only a prospect 
hole; but, as I have said, I was not looking for anything else but a 
chance for hard work. 

The Cincinnati Morning Enquirer was the most influential and 
prosperous of the daily newspapers. It was owned and edited by John 
R. McLean. The Cincinnati Commercial was edited by a man famous 
in his day as a journalist, Murat Halstead. The Commercial and the 
Enquirer were both morning papers. The Times-Star was an old 
evening newspaper owned by a very rich but vulgar and base-minded 
man named David Sinton. His only daughter married Charles P. Taft, 
brother of W. H. Taft, who later was President of the United States. 

The Commercial Gazette was an extremely high-class paper, with 
fine editorials. As a newspaper it was not even third class. The main 
function of the Times-Star seemed to be to support the business 
interests of David Sinton, who had large holdings in the gas company, 
local street railway, and other similar interests. There was no paper 
in Cincinnati representing the common people. Such matters as re- 
ligtei and morality were ignored entirely, except that the Enquirer 
made much of sex immorality. 
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On the Post I found a strange and highly moral crew. Ridenour, the 
acting editor, had graduated from a small Ohio college a few years 
before. He had vacfllated in his choice of a profession between the 
medical and ministerial fields, and had been a male nurse in a hospital. 
He was a zealous Christian Presbyterian. 

One of the cub reporters on the Post was a man named Lemuel T. 
Atwood. He was about thirty, and was working to support a wife 
and two children, at a seven- dollar weekly wage rate. He was a 
graduate of Michigan State University Law School, and for several 
years had attempted the practice of law, and failed. He was, I found 
out, a devout Swedenborgian. He later showed me that he was in- 
deed one **in whom there was no guile/' 

I had been in Cincinnati only a few weeks when a wild-looking 
man came to me looking for a job. His name was Delos R. Baker, and 
he had been employed as a special writer for the Enquirer for some 
time, was married, and had a family of several children. 

I told him I had no use for Enquirer men on the Post. He told me 
it was because my paper was so different from the Sinton paper that 
lie wanted the job. I found that he was a graduate of a Methodist 
college, that he had a brilliant career in the pulpit for several years, 
until he was excommunicated from the church for heresy. I told Inm 
I wanted no "unfrocked priests." He stated that his excomrnunication 
was no reflection on his character, since he had only lost caste and 
his license to preach because he rejected one of the church's dogmas. 

I asked him what he had been drawing from the Enquirer. He 
replied thirty dollars a week. I told him the Post could not afford so 
costly a man at that time. He replied that he knew, and that he would 
take one-half his former salary to work on the Post, I told him I 
wanted no such fool on the staff of the Post. Baker retorted that lie 
was no f ooL He said he expected to get his full wage of thirty dollars 
one-half from me, and the other half from the Lord, Ms God. He 
stated that in prayer he had submitted the whole question to God 
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and that lie knew lie would be doing God's will by coming to work on 
the Post. I saw that, while lie was very eccentric, he was very learned, 
very eloquent, and, in fact, an all-round brilliant character. I took 
frim on. 

It was with such men as I have above described that I undertook a 
very peculiar experiment in journalism. While I reckoned myself en- 
tirely devoid of religious sentiment or beliefs, I had, at that time, one 
thing in common with all of these three men: a great moral zeal. I had, 
only a few months before, resolved on a complete moral reform and 
on devoting the remainder of my life to the service of men. 

I had many an inward chuckle, surveying the situation. There was 
myself, with a long past though young in years, and these other three 
men, only one of them my junior, all of them zealous Christians, and 
as pure and honorable men as I have ever known in all my life. 

Mr. Atwood so attracted me by the nobility of his character that 
within a few days my sympathy for him was such as to cause me 
actual pain. Here was a man of thirty, not only a college graduate, 
but a scholar, with so much intellectual development and such in- 
tellectual potentiality that he shamed me, taking on a new profession 
with a wife and two children dependent on him, and for a pittance of 
seven dollars weekly. He did not know the ABC's of journalism; his 
copy was crude; he wrote a newspaper item as he would a lawyer's 
brief. Such was his style of writing that condensing it without re- 
writing it was impossible. 

I called Atwood in one evening and urged him to give up the job, 
telling him that he could not, in justice to his family, work for such 
a wage, and at the same time I told him that, in justice to the news- 
paper, I could pay him no more. 

He said he could do nothing else. 

I told him he could earn better wages working on the street as a 
laborer. 
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He replied that God had given him a mind and a capacity to do 
his Maker a greater service than employing himself in manual labor. 
During our interview Atwood was chewing tobacco all the time. He 
had no meat on his bones, the skin of his face had an unhealthy color. 
In fact, he looked like a starved man, and I believe in those days that 
he actually was starving, and that he overcame the cravings of his 
stomach by the use of tobacco in order that he might use all of Ms 
wage in feeding his wife and children. 

Of one thing I was certain about these three men: not one of them 
would, for any financial consideration, be dishonest to me or dis- 
honest to the public they were employed to serve. I knew that not 
one of them would write a line for the paper, even on peril of dis- 
charge on the one hand or a great reward on the other, that they did 
not believe would be of service to humanity and in honor of their 
God. 

The accident of finding myself at the head of a small staff of news- 
papermen dominated by three such characters was the cause of the 
future growth and character of the Cincinnati Post. When I took 
charge of the paper, it had about 13,000 daily circulation. Of this 
7,000 was handled by carriers and newsboys, and about 6,000 was in 
the neighboring towns. I decided that, with the small means at hand, I 
could not afford to make a general circulation both in the country and 
the city, so I cut off the country circulation and made the Post ex- 
clusively a local paper. 

Mr. Worthington, the business manager, had been a bachelor until 
a few weeks before coming to the Post. He was about forty-five when 
he married, and the marriage brought no children. Even in the office 
of the Detroit News it had been noted that Worthington was a great 
friend of the little newsboys, and that he was a sort of daddy to them 
all. In going to Cincinnati, he carried with him his love for children. 
All the newsboys of the Post were little fellows ranging between the 
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ages of six and ten years. The relation between these boys and 
Worthington was that of adoring children and a loving father. 
Worthington was playing no business game when he was gaining the 
affection of these boyshe simply loved them and they loved him. 
Every day when the little fellows gathered in the office to get their 
papers, Worthington would have his pockets filled with peanuts, 
licorice, cheap broken candy, or something of the kind. Each little 
fellow got something. Every Saturday afternoon he had a special 
treat for them. When watermelons were cheap, he would buy two or 
three and cut them up for the children. When he could buy oranges 
for ten cents a dozen, as sometimes happened, there was an orange 
for each boy. No matter what season of the year it was, there was 
always a Saturday afternoon treat. It was always inexpensive, of 
necessity, for Worthington paid for it out of his own pocket. In the 
summer he often gave the boys cheap excursions on some river 
steamboat. He would find some kindhearted captain or owner who 
would charge little or nothing for the excursion. The boys were re- 
stricted to some part of the boat while the rest was filled with ordinary 
excursionists. 

Worthington was such another Christian, just such another man of 
morality, as were the three men on the editorial staff. 

I was maneuvering and planning how to make the best possible 
use of the material I had found in my editorial room and my business 
office, when an event occurred that solved the whole problem for me. 

There came to town a youngster named Harrison, known as "The 
Boy Evangelist." He was not a favorite of the churches and clergymen 
of the city. He was perhaps too common a fellow, too vulgar. He 
began preaching the gospel in some out-of-the-way corner lot. He got 
a large tent, then a larger one and soon was drawing thousands and 
tens of thousands to hear him. 

It was Baker's idea to write up this revival as a great news story, 
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but not from the standpoint of the ordinary critical and sensational 
journalist. He described his plan to me this way: 

If we were to have a great Republican Party rally, the reporters of 
the Republican papers would attend the meeting and write it up with 
full sympathy, showing any amount of partisan bias. If there were to 
be a Democratic Party rally, the reporters of the Democratic papers 
would attend the meeting and write it up in the same partisan spirit. 

"Now," he said, "we belong to the Lord's party, and the partisans 
of the Lord are having a great rally down here in Cincinnati, so why 
not deal with it in the same way?" 

Ridenour as acting editor thoroughly approved of the idea. I saw 
the novelty of the enterprise, and I had long ago learned that men 
could do those things which they most approved of, and especially 
could they do those things best which they themselves originated. 

Then the work began. Column after column and page after page 
was devoted day after day to this great religious revival. This boy 
preacher and the little Penny Post were vying with each other and 
co-operating with each other in saving souls. I have never heard of, 
and do not believe that ever before or since had there been such a 
thing in the newspaper business. From the first Murat Halstead and 
other leading citizens began to josh me and joke with me about 
turning my paper into what they called "a Sunday-school advocate of 
daily issue." 

Some of the editorials of the Post were prayers; some were sermons. 
But the effect on the circulation was remarkable. It grew rapidly; 
doubled, trebled and quadrupled. Nor was this effect on the circula- 
tion a mere passing incident The boy preacher's revival meetings 
finally closed, but the Post's efforts in this direction were continued 
for years. In the news columns and editorials too, great space was 
given to religious and church matters, Protestant and Catholic alike. 
They were not treated in the ordinary way, just as items of interest 
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to small classes of society, but as matters of universal importance. 

The rise of Atwood from the humble place where I found him to 
the editorship of the Post, and later to the position of my personal 
representative in all business matters, was remarkable and due solely 
to one characteristic his absolute reliability. 

I have often said that, if at any moment I should tell Atwood to 
set fire to and burn down my office, he would do it without ques- 
tioning or remonstrating. There was no order I ever gave him that 
was not instantly obeyed. 

Once, in the later part of Atwood's life, I asked him how he could 
consistently do this. He replied that, during his early experiences 
with me, he had often questioned himself about the righteousness of 
submitting himself so completely to the orders of a man whose repu- 
tation had been such as mine was, and who was avowedly an atheist. 
He said he had determined then, if ever he got an order that his 
conscience told him was wrong, he would not only refuse to obey it, 
but would resign his position regardless of consequences. He said 
however, that as time went on, he began to understand me better, and 
to know what my underlying motive was in regard to the Post. He 
added that, as he had never received an order from me that caused 
his conscience to rebel, he finally arrived at such a condition of re- 
liance on me and confidence in me that there seemed never to be any 
occasion to question the righteousness of any act that I commanded 
him to perform. 

I told him then that perhaps he was more responsible even than I 
was for the character of all my dealings with him, because I knew that 
he was incapable of doing wrong things. I had never ordered him to 
do anything that a most conscientious man could not do. 

The history of the Post, editorially, was for many years that of a 
newspaper that existed solely for the purpose of serving its com- 
munity without regard to business consequences. In its later life, it 
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lapsed from this course for several years, and fed from the swill 
trough of corrupt politics, not openly and fearlessly, but covertly. It 
tried to keep the favor of the masses, the good will of the really good 
people, and still accept favors from a class of men who were public 
enemies. The paper served these men, if not by commission, at least 
by omission. 

This happened at a time when I was too deeply absorbed in other 
work, and suffering too much with my own bodily ailments, to give 
the Post close attention. When I finally discovered what was being 
done to the Post,, I waked up to the seriousness of the situation. I took 
a firm hold, and completely reversed its later policy and put it back 
on its old line. 

The direct result of this was great increase in circulation, but an 
enormously decreased volume of advertising business. For about a 
decade following this switch in policy, the Post was more or less 
boycotted by the large business interests of Cincinnati. But, during 
all this time, so enormous was its circulation that it never failed to 
make some profit. It never failed to exercise tremendous influence in 
the social and political field, not only in Cincinnati, but throughout 
the state of Ohio and several adjoining states. 

Just before my reform of the Post y the paper was in a very pros- 
perous condition. I had appraised it at not a penny less than two 
million dollars. It was my custom annually to appraise the value of all 
my newspaper properties. At the next annual appraisement, following 
the reform, the profits had fallen to such an extent that I was com- 
pelled to knock off a full million dollars from the value of the Post. 
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XV 

Marriage Is Work 



I WAS REFORMED, more or less, but still I wasn't married. 
When I found that getting on the water-wagon was no easy 
matter, I decided to put that off until I should begin the performance 
of my resolve to be a good father and husband. 

Now I liad no particular person in mind when I decided to marry. 
I had left behind me several old flames. In fact I had been nearly 
engaged to many five different times, but had had the good fortune 
to evade, in an honorable way, all of these obligations. Some of the 
girls had been married before I returned to the States. Some of them 
were too near my own age for me to mate with them now. Still, there 
were several, and so, drawing up a list, I numbered them according to 
my preference, No. 1, No. 2, No, 3, etc. There wasn't a particle of 
romance in any of my plans. I did agree with myself that I would 
make no false pretenses to any woman who might choose to accept 
me. Of course, this prevented any love-making. I went to see No. 1 
and made my proposal, candidly stating I wanted to marry because I 
wanted the job of taking care of a family. I was turned down. My 
second trial was no better. My third journey resulted in the discovery 
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that this choice had become a faddist, with a fad that was extremely 
repulsive to me. I made no proposal. 

In the meantime I was on the lookout for some young woman other 
than those I had known. I made several acquaintances, two of which 
resulted in embarrassing complications from which some good for- 
tune and some tactful management on my part relieved me. 

Colonel Charles A. Gano, a member of one of the oldest and best 
families of Cincinnati, had a smaE farm and a large house beautifully 
situated in the Mill Creek Valley north of the city. The colonel was 
somewhat broken in fortune, and I began to board in his home when 
working on the Post. I proposed to settle down to a quiet life in the 
country, go on reading, take plenty of physical exercise and entirely 
eschew the society of men and women. 

I had not been at the Gano home more than a week or ten days 
when Mrs. Gano asked me to go with her to a church fete given by the 
Cumberland Presbyterian Church of Sharon. The pastor of the church 
was the Reverend Samuel K. Holtsinger. 

Almost the first person Mrs. Gano introduced me to was a young 
girl she called Miss Nackie. She appeared so young that I would have 
hardly thought she was yet in her teens. This was partly due to her 
dress, which was a simple white frock, quite shortthe kind of thing 
a young girl would wear. I regarded her at the time as only a child, 
but a very beautiful child. She was diffident and reticent, but still she 
had a certain poise and demureness that attracted me. Instead of 
going on with Mrs. Gano and meeting others, I chose to entertain 
this little girl. We got along famously. 

I learned she was the daughter of the Reverend Holtsiager, and 
sang in the church choir. I had not attended church for a number of 
years, but on the following Sunday evening I took my walk up 
Westchester way and went into the Holtsinger church. Seeing my 
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little girl dressed up in sober clmrcli clothes, and with a long dress 
on, it dawned on me that she was not such a child at all. The next day 
I called at the parsonage, and thereafter I was at the parsonage every 
day that I was at home. Miss Nackie was not yet nineteen, and I 
lacked a few weeks of being thirty-one. 

Although I had started out to hunt for a wife in the most cold- 
blooded, unromantic way possible, I felt as desperately and insanely 
in love with this girl, after my first meeting with her, as any youngster 
in the puppy-love stage. I felt positively ashamed of myself, and worse 
still, I felt that to court and win this girl, if I could win her, would be 
an outrage. There is no fool like an old fool, and at the age of thirty- 
one I was in many ways much older than most men are at fifty-one. 

I abused myself roundly for rny infatuation. I reminded myself of 
rny old-time resolution to marry only someone nearly my own age. I 
recognized the impossibility of ever telling this young girl just what 
sort of a man I had been and still was, for that matter. I saw also 
that, even if some brute should tell her, she would be utterly unable 
to understand. I found later, as I have related, that it was just as 
impossible for me to make any confession to her father. 

I made up my mind to quit and leave my ideal country home. I 
would run away from one place of temptation to another, and would 
only find myself still more sorely tempted than ever before. I re- 
viewed mentally a number of ladies with whom I was sufficiently 
well-acquainted, and who knew enough of me, to make it extremely 
likely that at least some of them would accept a proposal of marriage, 
even if it were accompanied with a frank avowal on my part that I 
was only looking for a wife in a practical way. 

But I married Miss Nackie. I would, if necessary, have resorted 
to lies and false pretenses to get her. We were married on October 7, 
1885, within four months of our meeting. Our marriage took place 
in my wife's home. The only witnesses were Colonel and Mrs. Gano, 
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and my wife's father and mother. My wife's trousseau consisted of 
only one little brown dress, so short that the bottom came well above 
her shoe tops, and a little turban to match. I had not announced my 
engagement to anyone, not even to members of my family. 

I failed bitterly in my second resolutionkeeping away from al- 
cohol. The best I could do was to switch from spirits to wine. I have 
told how I eventually broke the habit. It is my opinion that any girl 
who marries a drinking man in the expectation of reforming him is 
doomed to disappointment. 

The fact of the matter is that I had never been married, and had no 
idea of the ordeal that a young married man has to endure for several 
years. The young woman who becomes a wife seldom has knowledge 
of the real nature of a man needed to manage herself and her house- 
hold in a way to help her husband in this matter of drink. It is more 
likely than not that the trials of early married life might drive an 
ordinarily sober man to drink. 

When I completely licked the alcohol habit, there came a consider- 
able change in my disposition. I wanted to work more. I wanted to 
read more. I wanted to adventure more than I ever had before. I 
became less amiable in my disposition, less thoughtful and attentive 
in my duties as paterfamilias. Of course, my wife is fax too conven- 
tional and too well-regulated in the properties ever to admit the 
fact that the sober husband was not nearly so nice a companion as 
the one who was never entirely sober and never drunk. But before 
I undertook teetotalism, my wife had borne me seven children, and 
was past middle age, while I had reached the state when I had 
frequently heard myself referred to as the "old gentleman." 

It was hardly ten months after I married before I had my first child. 

For ten months, several of which I had spent in the sickbed, I was 
in a state of mental confusion. I didn't understand my job of being a 
husband. At the same time I was a thoroughgoing egoist in all es- 
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sentials. I did my duty I believe, completely. I was in love with my 
wife, and there was no sacrifice that I would not make for her greatly 
and gladly. But still, I was an egoist 

For a full fourteen hours I was at my wife's bedside when she was 
suffering from the pains of her first childbirth. It was shortly after 
sunrise that our child, a boy, was born on July 19, 1886. A few 
minutes after the birth the child cried. Then a startling thing hap- 
pened, something that I had never dreamed of as a possibility. I 
instantly ceased being a complete egoist. My child was, as it were, me, 
and I felt I was living for him and had always lived for him. Within 
sixteen years seven children were born to me and I worked always for 
these instead of for myself, as I had formerly. Each newcomer brought 
a renewal or extension of what I might call "nonegoism." 

I was not only doing business now for pleasure, but as an obliga- 
tion. I was always planning for the future of my offspring. One of my 
children, a third son, died when he was six years of age. That was 
another startling shock and one I have never recovered from. Seven- 
teen years later my second son died, and four years later still my first- 
born died. I have only one son left of the five that were born to me. 
Still I can say now that I have never regretted that I married and 
that I married the wife I did marry. I think someone said that living 
is only a process of feeling. The childless man is not only 'not half a 
man, but he is only a small part of a man and if he lives no matter 
how long or how successfully he will die not having lived wholly 
and fully. Even the grief that comes from marriage, I think, is a kind 
of joy. It is part of the great adventure of living. 

Between the date of my marriage and the birth of my first child, I 
had hardly become acquainted with my wife. I am sure she had not 
become acquainted with me, at least as a husband. Ours was a brief 
courtship. Only fourteen months elapsed from the time when I first 
saw the woman who became my wife till the birth of my first child. 
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Well, what happened? I knew what the effect was on me. I am 
sure the effect upon my child's mother was greater even than it was on 
me. From the moment when she first nursed him until the day he died, 
this son of mine took first place in his mother's affections. Then came 
the other children, each one crowding me farther and farther out into 
the extreme periphery of the family circle. My position was more than 
unusually unfortunate because in one respect my wife's attitude to- 
ward me was remarkable. She regarded me as a superman. She be- 
lieved I was almost omnipotent. As a result, I was held largely blame- 
worthy for all of our joint misfortunes. Her position was not a 
reasoned one. It was, one might say, instinctive. As she believed that 
I could do anything that I wanted to do, then everything that wasn't 
done that she wanted done was solely because I chose not to do it. 
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XVI 

Letter to a Young Editor 



A YOUNG EDITOR of a new Scripps paper came to Miramar in 
,/JL 19H to ask some advice of me as to his future conduct I told 
Mm: 

You have come to me to learn something of my general policies and 
fundamental principles of journalism as well as to seek particular ad- 
vice on the subject of this enterprise. 

From what you tell me there is to be a comparatively large number 
of stockholders. I think that this division of ownership with the large 
number of stockholders, each one having his own peculiar aims and 
opinions, is a handicap. 

No one person has so large an interest in the new paper as to offer 
exceedingly great reward for success or to make final failure unen- 
durably painful. 

Such of the stockholders as are named are of two classes: One 
class those who have money can afford to lose their "prorata" in 
case of failure; those of the other class have nothing to lose except 
their time. I presume you are the only one in this latter class. 

Of course, while you have little or nothing to lose by failure, you 
have a tremendous amount to gain by success. If you are to succeed, 

170 



Letter to a Young Editor 

and make your ten per cent of the stock worth anything, you must 
make it worth from ten to twenty thousand dollars. The great advan- 
tage to you of this would be that it would be a first and very substan- 
tial step on the road to financial independence, and to a certain extent 
will make you a capitalist. It will remove you from the ranks of the 
great majority of newspapermen who have no other status than that 
of wage earners. 

However, the greatest advantage you can gain will be in case of 
the success of the newspaper that you have demonstrated that you 
are one of the very, very few men who have real ability as an editor. 
Of all the vast army of journalists in this country perhaps only a small 
fraction of one per cent of them have ever proved (perhaps by reason 
of lack of opportunity) that they are really fit for any other position 
than that of hired men. 

You are twenty-nine years old now. In one year if you are a man 
of the first orderyou might have a successful paper, but if in two 
years, or even in three years, you succeed in establishing your paper 
as a profit-paying concern, and gaining the confidence and respect of 
the community and establishing yourself as a worthy member of the 
newspaper association to which you belong, you may well enough 
expect to go far in becoming an important influence in the country 
and a man of considerable personal wealth. 

My advice to you is that you shall consider all of your fellow stock- 
holders, and especially those who are strong enough actually to con- 
trol the newspaper, both in its editorial and business policy. It will 
not be safe or wise for you to follow my individual advice unless the 
same is fully sanctioned by the controlling element in your associa- 
tion. I warn you that you must consider the real character of these 
men. While you might in the beginning obtain their consent to any 
line of policy, and while you might be allowed for a considerable 
length of time to pursue such line of policy, you must always hold 
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in mind that the condition of the minds of these men and their 
attitude will be radically changed at some future point of time at the 
time when your nonsuccess, or apparent nonsuccess, will show up 
strongly or at the time when your success will be such that the stock- 
holders of this paper will regard it as being a valuable property. Your 
associates may be very willing to let you go on finding your own way, 
playing your own game with this paper so long as it is purely experi- 
mental, and so long as it has not determined any real intrinsic value. 
But when the property becomes a property and is valued as such by 
its stockholders, every man among you will make it his business to 
protect his own interest by maintaining or increasing its value. Young 
journalists and young journalistic institutions are naturally honest and 
fearless. It is only when they are far advanced and have a more or less 
considerable capital stake that mind-corrupting influences begin their 
work. 

My advice to you is to start right and to keep going on right, and to 
make your greatest effort to avoid temptation. In other words, so con- 
duct your paper that never at any time will you be tempted to color in 
the least possible particular your editorial policy for the purpose of 
maintaining the patronage of advertisers. I have found it infinitely 
more easy to resist the temptation to do cowardly work for the pur- 
pose of getting a new patron than it is to resist the temptation of doing 
the same thing for the purpose of maintaining patronage that I have 
already got. 

Therefore I would advise you to consider the majority of the ad- 
vertisers that you have a prospect of getting as being your enemies. 
Right from the start deal with the advertiser as an individual and with 
the whole class of advertisers in such a way that you will never get 
any of their patronage as a result of his or their individual or collec- 
tive good wfll. The only kind of advertising that your paper can afford 
to receive or that any young paper can afford to receive is that which 

172 



Letter to a Young Editor 

results from the commercial instinct and the selfish promptings of the 
customer. You want no matfs advertising who can, as a purely busi- 
ness proposition, refrain from patronage. 

I warn you against allowing your advertising business to grow too 
rapidly. 

I have told you that while many of the new papers that have been 
added to our concern, by foundation or purchase, since the early days 
of my career, have, in respect to volume of businessthat is to say, 
cash receipts grown more rapidly than did those papers that were 
founded in the early days and were more or less directly under my 
personal and daily supervision and oversight; not one of these papers 
in their early days has grown in circulation and in influence even half 
as rapidly as did the Detroit News, Cleveland Pr ess, and Cincinnati 
Post. 

I believe the reason for this has been that the young men who have 
been engaged in the founding and building up of these new papers 
have regarded them as purely business institutions as commercial 
ventures. 

For myself, both in those early days and even up to the present 
time, I have never regarded a newspaper in any such light. It is true 
that I sought for increasing revenue eagerly enough and that I have 
also been determined always to make my papers profitable, that is to 
say, independent and self-sustaining. But my purpose in doing this 
has been solely that of seeking means for making my papers largely 
read and hence influential. 

One thing, and only one thing have I ever considered as of very 
great importance in a business way and that was the growth of my 
newspapers in circulation, the development of their character as in- 
fluential organs of public opinion being proved by this growth. 

Naturally as I concentrated all my efforts on the one object of ob- 
taining circulation and dissipated no part of my energy in acquiring 

173 



Damned Old Crank 

revenue from advertisers, I had to be, and was, successful in rapidly 
building up circulation. 

While there have been other reasons for my always desiring a small 
newspaper, my chief reason has been that there is a large profit in the 
small newspapers, while there is small profit or no profit, or actual 
loss, in the sale of large sheets. Therefore both as editor and as owner 
I had the inducement to sell as many papers as possible, and my busi- 
ness managers, because they must of necessity be commerciaUy- 
minded, have themselves been anxious to increase the circulation 
because there was a profit in such increase. 

Given a large paper, whether there was little or no profit or actual 
loss in the sale of the paper, the business office and even the editor 
himself is compelled to look to the development of the advertising 
business to secure funds not only to pay a profit, but to meet running 
expenses. In fact the smaller the circulationproviding the advertis- 
ing public could be kept in ignorance the larger the profit would be. 
Therefore on large papers the whole effort of the counting room has 
been to obtain advertising, and even when they have made an effort 
to obtain circulation it has been only for the purpose of extending its 
billboard space or increasing the price to be charged for the same. 
Necessarily the editors have been compelled to take a similar view 
and act accordingly. 

As I said, you want to avoid temptation. I consider a small paper 
as one of the very best guards and guarantees against temptation to 
any evil practices of commission or omission. 

I would advise that you use your influence to get your associates, 
in the beginning at least, to abstain from all expenditure on account of 
advertising. I would even advise against* putting in any advertising 
type to start with, and I would not have an advertising solicitor or 
permit any man to solicit advertising in the beginning. 

The most that I would do would be to make an announcement in 
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your paper (perhaps keeping it standing) that whenever you had a 
circulation that would warrant your demanding an advertising rate 
of say thirty cents per inch you would open your columns to adver- 
tisers and solicit business, but that before that time you would prefer 
to receive no advertising patronage whatever. 

I would advise you to use your influence to have the paper started 
as though there was no desire or expectation of ever taking advertis- 
ing at all. Have your office organized, to begin with, strictly for the 
purpose of making a newspaper that the people want to read and get- 
ting it well circulated. 

The economies that would result from this course would, I believe, 
during the first year of your existence fully equal all the possible in- 
come from advertising during the same period of time, so that the 
first cost of founding your paper would be no greater as the result of 
your spending nothing and getting nothing on account of advertising. 

Then before the time should have come for you to solicit adver- 
tising you would have created a personality for your paper and es- 
tablished all of its principles. Every advertiser whose patronage you 
would thereafter obtain would come to you with his business well 
knowing that you were independent and resourceful and that he 
would have no possible reason for hoping or expecting to influence 
your editorial course by his patronage. 

You must remember that that particular class of men that make up 
the advertisers are men of extremely sordid minds. Their lives are 
given up to dollar getting. They presume that every man is equally 
sordid. They presume and they have a perfect right in this country to 
presume that newspaper publishers are venal and that they have but 
one object in view and that is to obtain advertising patronage and 
make a profit. Every new newspaper is regarded with suspicion by 
the business public. No really intelligent advertiser would waste 
much money in patronizing a newspaper venture that may and prob- 
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ably will eventually fail. The vast majority of newspapers founded 
do fail and go out of business. 

The principal cause for patronage of a new newspaper I have found 
by past experience is that while the advertisers regard any new news- 
paper as a venture that will probably fail, they also recognize the 
possibility of such a newspaper's being a success. Thus some of them 
more crafty than the others are prone to cast an anchor to leeward by 
patronizing (using the word in the most contemptible sense) a new 
newspaper in order that in case of its future success such early patron- 
age may put them in a position to demand special favors and consid- 
eration on account of their presumed friendly acts during the trying 
days of the beginning of the new paper. 

I really do not know what your own personal views are on many 
subjects. You tell me that as a whole you like and admire the policies 
of the Scripps papers. As the principal owner of these papers I am 
going to tell you that there is much in the management and conduct 
of our papers that is contemptible in the extreme. While they are to 
a certain extent independent, it is noticeable that their independent 
dealing with public questions is in direct proportion to the amount of 
business interests involved. They are often very independent in deal- 
ing with questions when advertisers will not resent their actions in so 
doing. Where the advertisers are either indifferent or divided in their 
opinions they can be, and are, very radical. 

I would advise you to begin your course as editor of this paper with 
one object and only one object in view, and that is to serve that class 
of people and only that class of people from whom you cannot even 
hope to derive any other income than the one cent a day they pay 
you for your paper. Be honest and fearless with them, always with- 
out regard to the good will or the ill will of the so-called business 
community. 

As a man of experience in these affairs, and one having perhaps 
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many times more experience than any other man has ever had, I will 
tell you that it is absolutely certain in the end that you will get far 
more patronage and far better patronage from the advertisers by 
taking this course than you can possibly hope to get by any exhibition 
of flunkyism. It is the weak man who really admires the great athlete. 
It is the rascal who has the highest opinion of the gentleman. It is the 
sordid, money-making businessman who courts and fawns on the man 
with a newspaper that appears to be or that actually is influenced by 
higher motives. 

In time, if you succeed in getting a circulation, advertising patron- 
age will come to your paper. When it does, remember that in all 
Scripps papers the editor, and the editor alone, is responsible for 
every Kne of matter in the paper advertising as well as news and 
editorial matter. He, and he alone, therefore, can shape the business 
policy of the paper. The advertising patronage of any Scripps news- 
paper is that, and only that, which the editor of the paper chooses it 
to be. 

When you come to dealing with the advertisers, as a matter of busi- 
ness policy I advise you never to accept from any one advertiser so 
large an amount of custom that, if he should withdraw his patronage, 
it would materially affect your receipts or even your profits. The ad- 
vertiser is the enemy. The big advertiser is the mortal foe of honest 
journalism. I would rather go through a dark alley with a thug than to 
couple up, in a business way as a young newspaperman, with a big 
advertising patron. 

It is customary and imbecile for the general newspaper business 
manager to seek to get the patronage of large advertisers, that is to 
say, of advertisers who use a large amount of space; and it is no less 
imbecile, of course, that lower rates per inch are given for a large 
amount of space than for small amounts. Ten dollars a month received 
from ten advertisers is a far better asset to a newspaper than the pa- 
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tronage of one man that gives you twenty dollars a month. Hence the 
smaller the advertiser the more desirable his business and the lower 
his rate should be. 

Remember another thing: the big men of the future are the small 
businessmen of today, and the big businessmen of today are generally 
approaching the end of their careers. As a young man and as a young 
newspaper you and your paper should keep your eyes continually on 
the future. The men whose patronage is going to be of great worth to 
your paper in the future are the so-called little fellows in business to- 
day, and the men who have but small amounts of money to spend for 
advertising. 

But as editor of the paper it would perhaps be better that you 
should almost ignore even the existence of an advertiser except as a 
necessary and disagreeable intruder into your columns. 

I would advise you especially during the period of time when you 
will be engaged in building up the circulation of your paper that you 
should not even think of the future when the advertising patronage of 
your paper will be an element in your business. 

Speak your mind or rather write it freely on every and any sub- 
ject. t What is good, praise. What is evil, condemn. 

I do not here advise you to set yourself up as a universal judge and 
arbiter of affairs in your city. That would be foolish. This is a democ- 
racy: we are bound, both of us, to accept the rule of the majority. As 
an editor you must keep your ear to the ground. 

You must know what the majority of your people think is right, and 
if you disagree with the majority it is not your province to take a club 
to them; it is your business rather to persuade them to your way of 
thinking if you can, always evincing a willingness and even a desire 
to voice public opinion. This is pure demagoguery, but I want to tell 
you that pure demagoguery is pure democracy, and that you need 
suffer no shame on account of either. 
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While you are a poor man, and have been a poor and struggling 
boy, you must not forget that all your training and association has 
been by and with the aristocrats, intellectual or financial. 

As the editor of this paper you must, in order to succeed, strip your- 
self of all the vanities of your class and be not only able but glad to 
be one in the ranks of the vulgar masses. 

You cannot deliver a message to the masses from an elevated pulpit 
or dais: it is only by standing on the same level with these men that 
you can appreciate their sufferings and aid them in their efforts. 

You may be, and probably are something of a cowardmost men 
are; at least you are very timid, but whether you are frightened or not 
you must act the part of a courageous man. It takes courage to found 
a paper. It takes more courage than most men have got. Sometimes I 
think that courage is even more necessary than is either intelligence 
or honesty in conducting a newspaper. 

A drunken bully with a pistol in his hand may terrorize a whole 
community of which the main portion may have more real courage 
than the bully himself. But the man with the gun who gives evidence 
that he is ready to kill any man that opposes him is the man that the 
community fears. 

A fearless editor has in his paper a more powerful weapon than any 
pistol. If he has courage as well as a good conscience he can safely 
defy any man or any combination of men in any community. 

Be diplomatic, but don't be too damned diplomatic. Most men fear 
to speak the truth, the bald, whole truth, to any man or community 
because they fear that the man or the community is not prepared to 
endure such frankness. I think this is a mistake. It is rare indeed when 
the circumstances are such that a conscientious man can lose anything 
by fearless, frank speech and writing. 
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The High Cost of Ignorance 



WHILE I was amusing myself in ranching in California, I had 
occasion to learn something about horses. My ranch was a 
large one, and on it were several hundred head of horses and cattle. 
The stock was not fed, but grazed. The pasturage was good enough so 
that most of the stock was in fairly fine condition. 

My wife was from time to time purchasing and turning out on the 
ranch highly bred breed mares saddle stock. I noticed that most of 
these mares gathered around in the vicinity of the ranch house and 
barns, instead of remaining on the pastures. They became thin and 
starved-looking, and finally one of them died, as I was told afterward 
and led to believe, of starvation. 

After that, these high-bred mares were driven back into the pasture 
land for part of the day and given one ration of hay each day. 

Along with these high-bred mares were a number of standard-bred 
brood mares intended for breeding work horses. There were also a 
dozen or more broncos. While the high-bred mares were starving to 
death, and the standard mares keeping in only fair condition, the 
broncos were always plump and sleek. 

The fine mares had evidently, from their colt days, been stable-fed, 
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and perhaps made little otter use of their paddocks than for exercise 
grounds. The middle-class mares had been partly stable-fed and 
partly allowed to maintain themselves on farmers' ranches. The 
broncos probably had hardly ever eaten out of a stable manger, and 
had always rustled for a living as had their ancestors in the days of the 
Spanish conquistadores. 

American worldngmen today are like that thoroughbred of my 
wife's on my California ranch, excepting that they are not starving to 
death, but only suffering from poverty because they do not know 
how to "rustle." They will only go on suffering the pangs of pov- 
ertygreater or less pangs until they die sooner than they have to 
die, having enjoyed less than they might have enjoyed, and having 
suffered much more than they would have needed to suffer. 

Almost every American workingman and businessman and capital- 
ist is getting too little for his work and is paying too much. 

If he were better informed and more given to thinking than he usu- 
ally is, any American could, with less effort, get much more of the 
good things in life than he does get 

Yet the greatest part of our community is now suffering because of 
the high cost of living. I think the real reason why people are not get- 
ting a good enough living for the work they do is that they are not 
working in the way, and at the jobs and for the things that will pro- 
duce the greatest benefit to them. Far, far too many men and women 
are working at jobs for wages or for salaries which are insufficient; and 
the reason why they are working for such low wages is that for their 
employers they are producing things which are not sufficiently in 
demand to make possible a great increase of wages or salaries without 
the destruction of profits or even without causing losses. 

The high cost of living is mainly the high cost of food, clothing, 
homes and fuels. Food is produced from the land. There are millions 
and millions of acres of land in the United States that are not used at 
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all for food production or for the production of material for clothing, 
housing and fuel. There are other millions on millions of acres of land 
that are not half so productive as they might be with more human 
labor. If city workmen would work on the land, there would be more 
food for themselves and for the other city workmen left in the city 
who could not produce food, and food would be cheaper. There 
would be more wool grown, more cotton and other fibers, and these 
things would be cheaper and hence clothing would be cheaper. There 
would be more and better forestry, and hence cheaper house-building 
material 

There are few men who would not be benefitted in many ways by 
leaving the thickly crowded cities and having their homes in the sur- 
rounding country from whence they could go to their city work. These 
homes, including comparatively large lots of land, would be far less 
expensive, either to rent or to own. Each such home, with from one to 
three acres of land, could in itself be a little farm on which most of the 
food consumed by the workingman's family could be raised. The work 
on this land would be beneficial to the health of the adult owner, his 
wife and his children. 

I am not here suggesting the idea, you see, of more farms. I am only 
suggesting the idea that every mechanic, clerk and even day laborer 
might, if he chose, produce a large part of his family's provisions 
without cost and without any sacrifice. 

But no one would heed such a suggestion. These workingmen, im- 
pressed as they are with small wages and salaries, have their habits 
and customs. They know no way of living except the way they have 
always lived. They know no way of improving their living conditions 
except by getting their wages increased. 

I am very, very far from contending that the wage scale in America 
is large enough. In fact, it has been, and is, my contention that the 
wage scale on the average could be doubled, and ought to be doubled. 
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So far as I am able to interpret the statistics of the U.S. Census 
Bureau, and the reports of many national, and state, and private in- 
vestigations, it appears to me that the annual per capita product of 
wealth (including increment) is not less than $500 per annum. This 
should give each family of five an income of $2,500 per year if all 
gains were equally distributed. 

Under such conditions, it would appear to me that a minimum wage 
of $1,000 a year, or even $1,200 a year would not be overgenerous to 
the workingmen and working women of the country. ( Editor's Note: 
This was written in 1917. ) 

I have even the idea that certain results would follow from the in- 
crease of the wage scale and the decrease of the number of hours of 
work. Among other results would be that workingmen and working 
women would be so much more efficient that their employers would 
gain instead of lose by increase and decrease. I believe also that wage 
earners, having more money to handle and more leisure, would more 
quickly learn how to spend their money wisely, and hence, how to 
be thrifty. 

Still, I am conscientiously convinced that of the two possible cures 
of poverty in this country one, increase of wages, and two, a more 
intelligent use by wage earners of their wages the latter is by far the 
more important In order that the worldngman should be secure 
against poverty, his income should be larger than enough to meet the 
cost of the necessities of himself and his family. But no matter how 
large the income of any man might be, an unwise expenditure of it 
must produce a condition of poverty. 

Marx^s cry was: "Workingmen of the world, unite." I would repeat 
this cry and add the words "to increase your efforts in producing.** 

Almost every American worldngman knows that by increased po- 
litical effort and by increasing the thought given to his work and by 
being more loyal and helpful to his employer, he can produce twenty- 
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five, fifty, one hundred or even a greater per cent more than the 
amount he now does. 

The first step that every workingman must take in the direction of 
increasing his wages must be in the direction of increasing his 
product. The second step is to exact, by force if need be, from his em- 
ployer a fair and just proportion of this increased production in the 
way of wages and salary. 

"You cannot squeeze blood from a turnip." You cannot obtain from 
your average employer more wages until after you have produced for 
him more value. Strong a partisan as I have been all my life for the 
system represented by labor unions, I have never failed to observe 
and condemn the fallacy of many labor unionists in openly advocating 
and covertly practicing the system of keeping down production. The 
idea of reducing hours of labor, while the workmen individually and 
purposely keep down production in order to give other workmen a 
chance to work, is a foolish one. 

If reduction of hours of labor is only for the purpose of reducing 
the per capita output of production, then this reduction is of little 
benefit, and perhaps much harm to the workingmen themselves. It is 
because I know that a man can produce more in eight hours than in a 
greater number of hours that I advocate the short-hour day as a bene- 
fit to workmen and employer alike. 

The wage fund which all workmen must be paid is limited by the 
value of the product. The smaller the product, the smaller the value, 
the smaller the wage fund and hence the necessity of the smaller 
wage. The greater the product in its value, the greater the wage fund 
will be, and the more certain will the wage earner be of an increase 
in wages by reasonable demand or by violence and strike. The more 
profits the employer is making the less inclined he will be to allow his 
business to be disorganized by strikes and ill will from his employees. 
The smaller the profits of the employer are, the less he will be con- 
cerned in the contemplation of strike or lockout. 
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But workingmen united in their unions and forcing up their wages 
and securing for themselves many other advantages are serving their 
employers quite as much as and I think even more than they are 
serving themselves. 

So I would exhort the workingmen of America: Unite to work as 
hard as you can to use your minds to the utmost to increase the actual 
wealth and the daily and annual income from business, and then keep 
united for the purpose of compelling your employers to give you a 
fair share of the increase of your product 

I am myself a man of means and a large employer of labor. Natur- 
ally enough my associates have been largely other capitalists and em- 
ployers. Often enough I have been held by my associates to be en- 
tirely inconsistent and foolishly blind to my own interests when I 
have advocated high wages, short hours, the closed shop and the 
cause of labor in general. 

It is useless, I have found, to attempt to discuss these things with 
these men on moral grounds or even from a very large and general 
view of the subject. However, there is one argument that I generally 
use which often nonpluses my contestant in an argument on this 
subject. 

These men usually regard a common worldngman as a fool, inca- 
pable of knowing what his own best interest is, or gaining any real 
advantage from either large wages or assured employment. They will 
always admit readily enough that the workingmen gain little or 
nothing at all from a big wage because no matter how large the work- 
ingman's wage is he will squander it. 

Having come to this agreement I then say: What difference does it 
make to us, employers, capitalists, and businessmen, as a class, what 
wage we give our men so long as all of us give the same and no one of 
us has the advantage over the other by paying a lower wage? If we do 
this, I continue, we only lend for a day or two or a week, or a month at 
most, to our workingmen the money we are supposed to give them as 
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wages. The workingmen no sooner get their wages than they come 
back to some of us and give us their wages in return for commodities 
or services which we sell at a large profit. We as a class get all our 
money back again anyway. We know this must be so because as a 
rule while the rich are growing richer very rapidly, only a few of the 
poor are becoming comparatively less poor. If the wage worker got 
and kept his money, then only could the moral question arise as to 
whether the union laboring man through the closed shop got more 
than his share of the joint production of capital and labor. But we 
cannot admit this so long as we hold to our major premise, viz: that 
the wage earner is such a fool that he will not keep his wage when he 
gets it. 

In fact every businessman will admit that civilization and society 
advance in direct proportion to the mobility of wealth, and if he ad- 
mits that money moves more rapidly through the hands of working- 
men and wage earners than through any other hands, then he should 
admit that any system which permits the laboring man to increase 
his wages is a good thing for society at large. 

To me there is a prima facie case established that the prosperity of 
a nation at large and of the employer and employee classes is in direct 
proportion to the wage scale. If then we consider it proved that organ- 
ized labor, the main principle of which is the closed shop, results in 
increased wages, it is at least possible to consider that the employing 
class and the capitalistic class benefit as much as if not more than the 
laboring class, as a result of organized labor. 

I believe that the union labor principle is a step as far in advance of 
the open shop system as wage slavery is in advance of chattel slavery. 
The union system, so far as economics is concerned, delivers the work- 
ingman from the bondage of the employer and puts his case the right 
to employment and wagesto a very large extent in a court composed 
of his peers that is, his fellow workingmen. 
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History and present observation prove that the open shop is an im- 
possible condition, if the end sought for is the liberation of the work- 
ingmen from entire dependence upon an individual for employment 
Even if the open shop principle were adopted by good men who had 
no ulterior motive or intention of making a closed shop against the 
unions, it still would be an impassable bar across that road to justice 
which workingmen are seeking to pursue, across the road that leads to 
where the workingmen's case would be submitted to a court com- 
posed of his peers. 

Personally I am not seeking for a plan to increase the wages of 
workingmen only. I am seeking to bring about those conditions which 
will make it impossible for me and others of my class to control the 
means of existence and hence, the right to live, of our employees. 

(Editor's Note: Most of the material in this chapter was written 
in 1916-17.) 
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XVIII 

I Break with Jim Scripps 



TWO YEARS after my marriage in 1885 my brother James fell ill 
from gallstones, and departed for Carlsbad on the advice of phy- 
sicians who told him his life was in grave danger. His illness came at 
an embarrassing time. Since my departure from the News in 1878, the 
paper had had its ups and downs; but about the worst period of downs 
came in 1887. Circulation was down due to the then unpopular edi- 
torial policies. With circulation down, advertising business was 
falling off, and the steady profits of the enterprise were endangered. 
James sent for me, told me of his condition, consulted with me 
about the News, and finally suggested that, in addition to my duties 
on the Cleveland Press, the Cincinnati Post, and the St. Louis 
Chronicle, I should take over duties as president of the Evening News 
Corporation. Despite our many disagreements, my brother James and 
I had a very great degree of mutual respect. 

Some time before James left for Europe, his eldest daughter mar- 
ried George E. Booth, a young man who had never been in a news- 
paper office. I knew that, whether my brother lived or died, he and I 
would need a very dependable man in the News office. I undertook to 
initiate George Booth into the mysteries of our office. He was a won- 
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derfully apt pupil. He studied me and my methods. He studied the 
"business. He was deferential and resourceful. I knew him very soon 
for a young man of marked ability. 

My brother James began to recover very quickly, and I foresaw 
that my days as chief of the Evening News were numbered. I in- 
formed Booth of this. He protested. I am sure that Booth meant just 
what he said. Yet I had so well read his character, and even admired 
his ambition, that I told him and his wife that, as Peter had been told 
by Jesus that before the cock crowed twice he would deny Him thrice, 
so would Booth, before very long, covet and secure my position. 

When James returned two years later he found all his old methods 
of business abandoned. A revolution had taken place. While still good 
profits were made, the actual money expended during the previous 
twelve months had been greater than the total receipts for any one 
year during the whole period of my brother's management. The paper 
had been enlarged in size; a lot more presses and other material had 
been purchased and installed. I think my brother James was really 
frightened at the conditions he found. He said that he recognized I 
Lad built him up a large business, but that he was sure I had so trans- 
formed the business that he would be unable to manage it success- 
fully. 

I was a dictator. It was true that I had a "big head." I was autocratic 
and arbitrary. I had a staff of men who were thoroughly disciplined 
and dependable; but there was not a man in the office who had not 
been often made to suffer in his feelings. As part of Booth's training, 
I had disciplined him more than anyone else. 

My brother was very keen to get back to work, now that his health 
was recovered. He was very, very suspicious of me. He felt that I had 
so organized the business that sooner or later I would insist on ruling 
it or ruining it. 

I may as weU confess that it was part of my intention to make such 
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a demonstration of my ability and my activity (I spent more time 
with the News than I did with my own papers ) that both my brothers 
would thereafter make me the actual head of the whole concern. I 
felt they would be satisfied with growing profits and the possession 
of great influence over me. 

Almost from the first day of my brother's return, disagreements rose 
between us. I told my brother of Booth's efficiency, but he was able to 
discern that for himself. In the meantime, my bz*other*s second daugh- 
ter had married a man named Edgar Whitcoinb, who had already 
earned a reputation as a shrewd businessman. It occurred to James 
to make his son-in-law Booth manager of the News, and his son-in-law 
Whitcomb manager of the Cleveland Press. 

While my brother George had been, in the main, loyal to me, he had 
resented my new enterprises and what he called my very reckless ex- 
penditures. At this time he was very ill; and when he was not apa- 
thetic, he was inclined to be antagonistic. Once before James's return 
I got sick of things, and tried to fix up some sort of organization for 
the News with George as de facto head, and myself as adviser. George 
wanted to have me remain, so we had a conference. As a result I 
agreed to remain with the News until James came home, and to do 
certain things in a business way, on condition that George would turn 
over to me the absolute control of all of his stock in the Cleveland 
Press. He was to turn this, and perhaps some stock in the Detroit 
News., over to me on my demand, for certain considerations that I felt 
I was able to undertake. I also secured from him an irrevocable power 
of attorney to vote all of his stock. These documents were drawn up 
in legal form, and were as binding as such documents can be which 
is not saying much. 

After a few weeks, the explosion occurred. I was fired not only as 
president of the Detroit News Association, but as president of the 
Scripps Publishing Company, the company that published the Cleve- 
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land Press. I was furious. My rage was great. However, I never lost 
control of myself so far as to make any attempt to retaliate or to make 
any use of the great power I had to demoralize either of the papers 
from which I had been ousted. 

I think that nothing has occurred in my life that I am more ashamed 
of than the feelings and thoughts that I had during a period of one y 
two or more years after leaving the presidency of the Evening News. 
During a great deal of the time I was nursing a grudge. I was silly 
enough to so far overestimate my achievements in training Booth and 
Whitcomb and in building up a powerful organization that I felt they 
would be unable to long endure in the absence of their creator. Time 
showed that, not only had I done my work well, but that my brothers 
were both even more efficient businessmen than I had ever given them 
credit for. The Detroit News began a career of enormous prosperity, 
and the Cleveland Press continued to do well. 

At the time of the rupture between James and myself, I went to 
George and demanded, on pain of using the power that he had given 
me, that he co-operate with me. His only reply was that he was then 
too sick. He added that, far from being afraid of my threat, he only 
hoped I would carry it out I talked with him about the possible le- 
gality and the binding character of his obligations to me. I intimated 
that he was probably depending on the legal loophole. He assured me 
that, lawful or not lawful, he would not contend with me, but would 
submit, and be glad of the chance. He said he was sick and tired of 
life, and the newspaper business, and everything else, and wanted to 
go off and play with some mining properties he had acquired. 

I ended the interview by stating that I had no intention of testing 
the validity of his contracts with me, and that what I wanted was his 
friendly and loyal support as a brother. I added that if he was not in- 
clined to give me that, I wanted nothing more to do with him. 

I left Detroit immediately after this interview. When I arrived in 
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Cincinnati, I took from my safe deposit box the two documents re- 
lating to George's case, and sent them to him by post, together with 
a letter, perhaps as harshly worded as any letter I have ever written. 
I must admit that I had lurking in my mind the very strong hope that 
my action in this matter would have some effect upon George, and 
cause him to relent and seek reconciliation. 

I know that my action did very strongly affect George. I learned 
later he had a number of interviews with James, some of them quite 
violent, in which he protested not only against the way I had been 
treated, but against the bad business judgment that actuated that 
treatment. 

My immediate hopes for action from George were, however, disap- 
pointed. Then, miserable creature that I was, burning with resent- 
ment which at times became strong enough to be called a spirit of 
revenge, I continued to wait for events. I did not need to be told that 
my two brothers were quarreling. Under the conditions, they had to 
quarrel. 

It was not possible for me, however, to long harbor feelings of deep 
resentment or bitterness toward George. In a way, he was a very hope- 
less sort of man. He had always to depend upon somebody, not so 
much to do his thinking, but to do his deciding. He had for so many 
years relied on me in emergencies that our parting in anger could not 
fail seriously to affect him. 

There wasn't an ounce of sympathy between himself and his 
brother James. 

Before the first year of our difference had gone by George had be- 
come reconciled to a certain extent to me. I forget at just what time 
George joined me in opposing James's control of the Cleveland Press, 
and favored the view that it should be turned over to me. I have an 
idea I was never out of absolute control of thfe Press for over one year 
from the time of my return from abroad in the spring or summer of 
1883. 
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The rupture between my brother James and myself happened late 
in the fall of 1889, and friendly relations had been almost completely 
severed before the next year began. I was in a condition of mind bor- 
dering on disgust with everything in the world, except my wife and 
babies. I took stock of my personal business affairs. While they were 
not in the best condition, because I had given so much attention to 
the News and the Press, which no longer were managed by me, they 
were still in a good enough condition. I figured that I could have had 
a tolerably free income of from thirty to fifty thousand dollars 
annually. 

During my long absence from Detroit and Cleveland, Mr. McRae 
had managed the Cincinnati Post and the St. Louis Chronicle with a 
fair degree of success, while under my direction. So it was that, in the 
beginning of 1890, when I was only thirty-six years of age, I deter- 
mined to retire from actual business. It was just at that time that I 
was founding Miramar Ranch, near San Diego. 

One of the things that made San Diego so attractive to me was that 
it was off in the extreme corner of the United Statesa busted, broken- 
down boom town. It was probably more difficult of access than any 
other spot in the whole country. 

My own business interests were mainly far in the East San Diego 
was about three thousand miles away from the people who bothered 
me about my newspapers and about their own political or business 
ambitions. 

I first came to California in 1890 to see my sister Annie, who was 
very ill in Alameda, on San Francisco Bay. She was not expected to 
live, but improved a little. When it appeared that I would have to re- 
main in California for several weeks more, I decided to make a boat 
trip to San Diego. I got there early in December and was greatly at- 
tracted by the country. I spent a number of days driving around the 
city and the back country. The climate seemed identical with that of 
North Africa, especially Algeria. Trees and plants growing about the 
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houses of the San Diegans were the same I had seen in Algeria. As I 
had always suffered from colds in the East, and had been free from 
them in Algeria, Mexico, Egypt and Syria, it occurred to me that I 
should have a winter home near San Diego. 

I bought four hundred acres about sixteen miles outside San Diego, 
where the Miramar Ranch now stands, for five thousand dollars cash. 
I sent my brother Fred out to take charge of it and do some clearing. I 
had two objects in view in establishing Miramar Ranch: first, I 
wanted a winter home; second, I wanted to join my sister Ellen in 
establishing a ranch business for my brother Fred. It was my brother's 
wish to set up a lemon ranch. For several years he devoted his whole 
attention to clearing, planting and cultivating about one hundred 
acres of lemon and orange orchards. Ellen and I put a good deal of 
money into this project. 

A drought came a few years after the ranch was founded. For many 
years the rainfall was so small that only occasionally was any water at 
all impounded. One period of drought lasted seven years, so that not 
a drop of water was caught in any of our reservoirs or any other reser- 
voir in southern California. 

Our lemon ranch was a failure. My brother Fred soon gave up in 
disgust. Ellen and I then asked out brother W. A. Scripps, who was 
then out of employment and out of funds, to come to Miramar and act 
as manager. W. A. Scripps spent ten years at Miramar. He loved book- 
keeping, but was not a successful executive. He was retained as man- 
ager while my brother Fred acted as foreman. The whole ranch was 
kept up more for the purpose of giving our brothers something to do 
than for any other reason. 

I made up my rnind around 1895 that if Miramar Ranch was 
doomed as a business undertaking, it should at least be one of the 
pleasantest of southern California homes. I began planting the land 
immediately around the house with trees and shrubbery. I began 
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building roads. I proposed to make a large park. I increased the acre- 
age until it amounted to 2,100 acres all told. 

My outdoor work in making Miramar a beautiful home place was a 
great boon to me in maintaining my health. I built the house without 
the help o landscape gardeners. Natural conditions the lack of 
water, the very poorest possible quality of soil, and the absence of 
roads made the undertaking to the last degree difficult I was the 
laughingstock of all my friends and acquaintances, not only those in 
San Diego, but those who visited me from other parts of the country, 
because of my attempt to overcome the perfectly apparent natural 
conditions. But I knew then as I know now that my chief interest in 
the undertaking was due to the obstacles that had to be overcome. 
Had the task been an ordinary and easy one, I would have turned it 
over to some employee. But the conditions were so difficult that it 
seemed impossible for anyone but myself to do anything successful. 
These conditions kept me out of doors a large time, on foot or on 
horseback. My employments as a rancher, at times, distracted my 
thoughts from business and books, and this was good for me. 

With Miramar well founded, I turned my attention to building 
roads, other than those on my own property. Miramar was situated 
out in the wilderness, almost a desert. There was only a sagebrush 
trail between Miramar and San Diego. The seashore at La Jolla was 
fifteen miles away, and was only approachable by going to the city 
and then doubling back making a total distance of thirty miles. 

I first built a good road to the city. I followed this up with another 
road to La Jolla. I built a road north to connect with the Escondido 
Road, and one east to connect with El Cajon Valley. Later I built a 
new and better road called the Murphy Canyon Road. I had become 
acquainted with the Torrey Pines country and La Jolla by visiting 
these sections on horseback with Mrs. Scripps. Until I built my first 
road into the Torrey Pines, there were perhaps not twenty people in 
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the city of San Diego who were familiar with that wonderfully beauti- 
ful natural park. I also built the road connecting Del Mar with La 
Jolla, largely at my own expense and partly at the expense of H.E. 
Huntington. This road is now the main traveled highway between 
San Diego and all northern points including Los Angeles. 

I like road building, and I particularly like road building in south- 
ern California. I like it because of the obstacles, sometimes real and 
sometimes only apparent, that have to be overcome. I always liked to 
play in the dirt, and with water, By building reservoirs and roads I 
was only continuing a propensity of ordinary childhood. 

After a time public attention was attracted to my roads. The people 
of the city and county decided it would be a good thing to extend a 
system of just such fairly good, economically built roads, all over the 
county. A bond issue of $1,250,000 was voted. As foreman of the high- 
way commission in charge of building these roads, I served for the 
first and only time as a public official. I succeeded eventually in 
changing the reputation of San Diego county of being the worst 
county in the state for roads, to that of being one of the counties best 
provided with rural roads. 

Despite my avowed retirement from business, Miramax soon 
enough became not only my business headquarters, but the gathering 
point of the several score of lieutenants who were serving me in my 
different newspaper offices. It was rare indeed that one or more of 
these men were not at Miramar, and at times there must have been 
between thirty and forty of them in the house at one time, for special 
conferences. My home was also used by many other people, such as 
politicians and political reformers, who came to consult me or in- 
fluence me. 

Annually, for many years, I made a tour through the entire country, 
visiting all of my offices. So scattered were the properties that it took a 
journey of over ten thousand miles to visit all of them. With one or 
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two secretaries, I kept in touch with every one of my business ven- 
tures, by mail and wire. From all of them, I received at least full and 
complete weekly statements. From some of them I got daily state- 
ments. During long periods of time I kept my business so well in hand 
that not a dollar's worth of material was purchased, or a man em- 
ployed or discharged, without a requisition bearing my signature 
made by my own hand. 

I called this sort of thing 'long-range management." I had accus- 
tomed myself to it even when I was in the same city where my busi- 
ness was. Even when I was in the same office as the newspaper, I did 
all of my business through representatives. Very rarely indeed did I 
meet anybody but one of my employees. After a while, I rarely met 
anyone connected with any of the papers excepting the editor-in-chief 
and the business manager. I became very expert in this way of 
working. I was thoroughly acquainted with every detail of every 
business. By glancing through one of my papers and spending a few 
minutes on one of the statements from such a paper, I could tell the 
exact condition of affairs, both business and editorial, and even the 
menial details of work done in the editorial rooms. 

While probably ninety-nine out of a hundred of my employees 
never clapped eyes on me, there wasn't a man in any office who knew 
all the details of that office, business and editorial, as well as I did. 
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I Buck the A. P. 



T HAVE A high opinion of my journalistic work as public service. I 
J[ believe the most valuable service I have rendered to my country 
has been that of thwarting the plans of greater, abler and richer men 
than myself to establish a monopoly of news in the United States, 
and hence a dominating influence over all the newspapers of the 
country. 

When, if ever, an accounting is made of my life's work, especially 
my financial contributions to public service, I would require, in 
fairness to me, that account should be taken not only of the huge 
effort, but the great outlay of money that I have made personally to 
secure freedom of the press in this country. 

I am talking about the foundation of the United Press in competi- 
tion with the Associated Press. 

Around 1895 a warfare broke out between the two press associ- 
ations of the country. These were the old Western Associated Press 
(later known as the Associated Press) and the old United Press. The 
old U. P. was the lineal descendant of a series of weak efforts to 
establish a press association to oppose the old Western Associated 
Press. 

The United Press, under Walter Philipps, was then at the zenith 
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of its power. It included in its membership the leading New York 
City newspapers of the time-the Herald, Tribune, World and Sun. 
Its principal financial backer and controlling spirit was John P. 
Walsh, the owner of the Chicago Chronicle., and a Napoleon of 
finance who ended his days in the state prison. All the Scripps papers 
were then included in the United Press as clients or members or 
stockholders. 

At this time the idea occurred to such men as Bennett of the New 
York Herald, Whitelaw Reid of the New York Tribune, Laffan of the 
New York Sun, and some others, to create a great news monopoly 
out of the United Press. This organization, it was felt, was sweeping 
everything before it, while the Western Press Association was con- 
stantly losing clients and members. The United Press, as it existed 
then, threatened even the existence of a free press in this country. 

To match this development a number of newspapermen, headed by 
Victor Lawson of the Chicago News, my brother James, Frank Noyes, 
then editor of a Washington paper, and some others, undertook to 
reorganize the Western Press Association with the aim of making it 
a great monopoly. In the early days of the reorganization of the Asso- 
ciated Press, when it was proposed to make it a regular stock company 
rather than the mutual company it later became, I was waited upon 
by a representative of the reorganizes. He offered me twenty-five per 
cent of the stock of the proposed new association, jointly with James 
E. Scripps, if we would take all our papers out of the United Press 
and join the new association. 

I declined on the grounds that the new Associated Press proposed 
to have exclusive contracts; that is to say, if any one or more news- 
papers in any city should join the new association, these papers would 
have the right to keep any new paper in their city from receiving the 
news report of the A. P. In other words, the plarj was to establish a 
monopoly pure and simple. 

Both the Western Associated Press and the United Press were 
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overwhelmingly controlled by the publishers of morning newspapers. 
The result was that evening newspapers all over the country were 
slighted. It was the custom of the news associations to hold back im- 
portant news developments that occurred in time for publication in 
afternoon papers, in order that they might be used in the morning 
papers of the following day. This gave the morning paper a mo- 
nopoly of important news. 

The Scripps papers were afternoon papers. Because of this condi- 
tion in the press associations, I set up a sort of mutual press associ- 
ation for the Scripps papers when I became president of them aU in 
James's absence. This association, later known as the Scripps-McRae 
Press Association, had representatives in New York, Washington, all 
of the Scripps newspaper cities, and at other points. These men sent 
us special telegrams of important events. By this means I greatly in- 
creased the news value of our several papers. To keep costs down, I 
succeeded in making contracts with both the Western Union Tele- 
graph Company and the old Baltimore & Ohio Telegraph Company. 
I got practically Associated Press transmission rates. 

The Associated Press, a magnificently reformed organization, won 
a great victory over the United Press and seduced away from it all of 
the big New York newspapers except the Sun. This move was fol- 
lowed by a countrywide stampede of United Press clients to the 
Associated Press. 

Although the A. P. was still solicitous to get my papers (by this 
time James E. had again taken over control of the Evening News), it 
was no longer offering me stock as a special inducement. They were 
now warning me that I was in danger of being left out in the cold, and 
threatening me with destruction if I did not join them. 

I was irritated to the highest pitch of anger by the insolence and 
arrogance of those who had once so humbly petitioned me. My 
brother George had a very pugnacious disposition so long as he had 

200 



IBucktheA.P. 

someone to lead him in a fight Partner McRae, however, was panic- 
stricken, and begged and pleaded and implored George and me to* 
get on the ark before the deluge came. 

The U. P. by now was on the rocks. Its treasury was not only empty, 
but as a concern it was largely in debt 

The A. P., in a new move, set a date after which no newspaper that 
was not then a member could ever get the Associated Press reports. 
The fateful final meeting at which new members would be accepted 
into the A. P. was, I believe, held in the summer of 1897 in Chicago. 

Early in the morning of that day McRae made haste to see Melville 
Stone, Victor Lawson, Charles Knapp, and others of the inner circle. 
They all assured him that, even though we presented ourselves at 
the eleventh hour, we would be cordially welcomed. McRae returned 
to us, his face beaming, saying he had no doubt we could get into the 
association on a full plane of equality with the best of all the other 
papers represented. 

I knew better. I knew better because I had other channels of com- 
munication to the A. P. directorate, and had taken pains to have them 
hear reports of our internal dissensions and weaknesses. I had, in fact, 
paved the way to have any petition we made turned down so hard 
and with so much insolence and arrogance as to rearouse my brother 
George's fighting instinct. (I might as well confess that I had in my 
mind, all of the time, the memory of that other occasion on which 
George had failed me.) 

At the last hour, and almost the last minute, Mr. McRae carried 
our application, in written form, to be admitted to the Associated 
Press not as clients but as first-class voting members of the association. 
Much to bis chagrin, his proposal was met as I had expected it 
would be with ridicule, and laughter and contempt. That was what 
I desired and expected. I wanted him to be fighting mad. I wanted to 
stir up the pugnacious Scotch blood in him. I knew that if I could 
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get McRae fully aroused I could depend on him to do more than half 
of the fighting that was sure to result. 

McRae returned to us with face red and eyes shining with resent- 
ment and anger. Our telegrams to the different newspapers were all 
written out, together with our prospectus. We said the firm of Scripps- 
McRae was going to start a press association and finance it, and that 
we would, on the instant of application, serve all would-be clients 
with the evening report. Our organization was actually so complete 
that it was sending out a news report even while McRae was making 
his application, although the report was only going to our own papers. 

I do not recall the figures, but I imagine that in founding the new 
United Press, the Scripps papers actually paid out several hundred 
thousand dollars more than they would have paid out had they been 
members of the Associated Press. Notwithstanding these compara- 
tively large payments, I felt that the investment, bad as it was financi- 
ally in one way, was a good one, since it secured for the Scripps papers 
and all the other papers in the country, freedom from the temptation 
of one huge news monopoly. (Not a small part of our own gain was 
that we were able to found evening newspapers in any city that we 
chose,) 

As our corporation was not a mutual one, but a stock company for 
the purpose of profit, we were governed by the same laws that govern 
common carriers. We could not legally refuse a report to any news- 
paper that wanted it, even if we desired to do so. We could not refuse 
an applicant which might come in direct competition with our own 
newspapers and cause them to suffer seriously. In one case I think 
my own paper has never been profitable for the simple reason that a 
rival paper, taking the United Press, was founded. It was being con- 
ducted, furthermore, not only to compete with my paper but to ruin it. 

In 1905 a young man named John Vandercook, who had worked 
for the Cleveland Press and the Scripps-McRae Association in New 
York and Europe, demanded a promotion of me. His approach im- 

202 



IBucktheA.P. 

pressed me. I got him named editor of the Cincinnati Post, where he 
demonstrated great ability. He then demanded a greater field of 
operations. He proposed that we buy the East Coast Publishers Press 
Association, consolidate it with our two others the Scripps News 
Association and the Scripps-McRae Press Association and form a 
large united institution. 

We had discovered before this negotiation began that corrupt in- 
fluences were working on the Publishers Press, so that important news 
from Washington and New York and other places was being colored 
or suppressed for the purpose of affecting the stock market. Even 
false reports came over the wire. During Vandercook's negotiations, 
a flagrant incident of this kind occurred. I felt that this incident, and 
its predecessors, absolved me from all moral obligation toward the 
Publishers Press Association. Meantime, the term of the contract for 
exchange and co-operation between the two associations had expired. 

On the basis of their flagrant abuse of their power over a news 
association for their personal gain, I sent Mr. McRae to deliver an 
ultimatum to the officers of the Publishers Press Association. This 
stated that unless they sold their whole business to us at a figure 
which Mr. McRae would fix within our maximum, we would discon- 
tinue the exchange of news and all co-operation, and enter their field 
as competitors. 

McRae had furnished himself with information that a stock broker 
of the New York Exchange, of a very questionable reputation, was a 
large creditor and stockholder of the Association, and was using it to 
further his stock-manipulating enterprises. With this information Mr. 
McRae concluded the purchase of the association, free of debt, for 
$150,000. 

When I acquired ownership of the Publishers Press I united all 
three press associations on June 21, 1907, giving the name of the 
United Press Association to the consolidated institution. 

The original United Press corporation issued $300,000 of preferred 
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six per cent stock, and, I think, $100,000 common stock. I personally 
endorsed and guaranteed the $300,000 preferred stock, and then 
distributed it to the owners of record of the three associations. I had 
fifty-one per cent of the stock of Scripps-McRae Press Association, 
fifty-one per cent of the Scripps Press Association, and of course, one 
hundred per cent of the Publishers Press Association. Therefore, my 
own share of preferred stock was practically $202,000. The preferred 
stock I received I used to pay off certain personal debts; so that in the 
end, I had no interest in the United Press Association excepting fifty- 
one per cent of its common stock. I apportioned the other forty-nine 
per cent to young men I put in charge of the management of the 
institution. As there was practically not a dollar paid in by the 
common stockholders, the new institution, the United Press Associa- 
tion, started its existence in 1907 with $300,000 of liability, and what 
might be termed "a bag of wind." 

At the time I was organizing the U. P. in its present form, I told 
my associates we were embarking in a business that would either 
have to be a flat failure or a property worth many millions, not less 
than $3,000,000. This kind of business, I said, must be large in order 
to exist. 

Now the United Press has been in existence ten years [written in 
1917] and it is worth not less than $1,000,000. I assumed the risk of 
guaranteeing the preferred stock; beyond this, I have paid no money 
into the concern. I have put no labor into it that would be recognized 
as labor. I have practically done no more for the institution than 
exercise my judgment, based on a knowledge and skill I had acquired 
in other business fields. 

During the past ten years, I have received as my share of dividends 
perhaps $200,000, an average of $20,000 a year. Beyond that, I am the 
owner of a block of stock worth $500,000. This has grown from what 
might be considered nothing at all. As a matter of fact, the preferred 
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stock that I had. guaranteed was considered by me, as I have said, a 
liability. 

Divide the $500,000 worth of property by the number of yea*3 in- 
volved viz. ten and we have $50,000 as a net annual gain for iftyself . 
Add $20,000 a year, or the average dividend, and it would appear 
that I have received $70,000 a year for my services in founding this 
institution. U. P. General Manager Roy Howard's estimate of the 1917 
value of the concern as being $2,500,000 is, at least, possibly correct 
My share of this being one-half would amount to $1,250,000, which 
would be equivalent to an average salary for ten years of $125,000. 
Add to this $20,000 average annual dividends, and it would appear 
that my annual earnings on account of the U. P. have been so far 
$145,000. 

Now, is the United Press Association a property at all? If it is a 
property, what does the property consist of? Owing to the very nature 
of the business, there are practically no capital goods in it, and none 
are required. A few office desks, a safe, typewriters, chairs and filing 
cases, and such things, represent the total of its tangible possessions. 
I am sure that the cost of this material has never been $10,000. 

Does value lie in organization of men? I know that with but one 
exception, there is not a person employed in an important position 
by the United Press that was employed ten years ago. 

The value of the United Press Association, then, consists in what? 
Get right down to bedrock, to brass tacks, and it will be found the 
whole value of this property consists largely in the mental attitude of 
some six hundred or seven hundred men. These men are the owners 
or conductors of newspapers, clients of the U. P. These men, rightly 
or wrongly, are convinced that a report sent out daily by something 
which calls itself the United Press is worth to each of them a certain 
number of dollars more per day, per week, or per year, than it costs 
the manager of the U. P. to get and transmit to him the report. 
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Have I earned the comparatively speaking vast annual income that 
I have received from the U. P. during the past ten years? Am I entitled 
to it, morally as well as legally? What have I done in the way of actual 
labor, intellectual or other, that has entitled me to this money, this 
amount of property? 

As I said, I regard my life's greatest service to the people of this 
country to be the creation of the U. P. I have secured to every man 
in this country who desires to found or purchase a newspaper, some- 
thing that he must have in order to found or own a newspaper. I have 
given him something that nobody else has been able to give, or willing 
to give. It is quite possible that I am the only man in this country who 
could have performed this service. I doubt if there was a single news- 
paperman in the United States, other than those in my employ, who 
at the time I made the decision to do this, believed I would be 
successful. 

Has this money, which I have received in the way of dividends, 
and this property which I have become possessed of, been in any 
sense a property income? Will my future income from this institution 
ever be other than a service income? What did I do to earn my 
money? Did I really do anything? Were these dividends, these so- 
called stock values, any other thing than a condition that was co- 
existent with my own existence? Because I was what I was, this 
condition, called the U. P., came into existence. 

"Yes," it might be said, "you did create something. The United 
Press Association was a thing you manufactured. But so soon as it was 
created and manufactured it became a property; and therefore, all, 
or a large part of your derivings from it is a property income/* Now 
this disposition of the case does not satisfy me at all. I wish it did. 

It would be mighty satisfactory for me to know that the United 
Press, or any other so-called property that I am possessed of; actually 
exists as a property, something entirely different from, and detached 
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from myself, something that can be transferred from my ownership 
to the ownership of another, something that a child of mine can 
receive as a gift or an inheritance. 

It is impossible for me, or for anyone else, to know just what would 
happen to the U. P. if I were to die, or to transfer it to someone else. 
One thing I am sure of, and that is: if it should be transferred in any 
way to some one person who had a public fame and reputation of a 
certain sort, the U. P. as an institution would dissolve into thin air 
and become nonexistent. 

I do not know, and it is impossible for anyone to know, to just what 
extent the existence, and the actual daily management and conduct of 
the U. P., is affected by the mere fact that I am alive, and have it in 
my power as controlling stockholder, to take any action I choose. 
I exist, and my existence and my personality are known of by every 
important personage connected with the U. P. So long as I exist, and 
it is known that I can control this institution, certain men will do cer- 
tain things that they would not do if I were dead, or if I did not own 
the controlling stock. And these things which are done, or which are 
left undone, may be the very things on which the life and prosperity 
of the institution depends. 

Many times I have contended in my disquisitions, and in my talks 
with other men, that the most substantial thing, the thing which is 
very, very long enduring, is the thing which has no substance at all, 
has no tangible, seeable, smellable, tastable quality. It is the thing 
that no one can be made aware of by the use of any of his five senses. 

This thing is the stream of thought, habit, custom, convention, 
tradition, faith all of these things, or one of them, which is the same 
thing. This thing flows through what we call the minds of men; 
through the existence of one man's lif e into and through the existence 
of other men, living or to be born. It is something that spreads through 
a small group of minds, or through larger, and still larger groups. 
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The value of the U. P. depends not upon any patent right, or any- 
thing the possession of which can be defended in a court of law. It 
does not depend upon any secret processes or knowledge. Its value is, 
first, the mental attitudes of a few hundred people. Secondarily, and 
more largely, its value depends on the mental attitudes of many 
millions of people, who value certain newspapers because of the value 
that they themselves assert is existing in certain words that are pub- 
lished by the U. P., or are supposed to be published by the U. P. 

Among other motives in founding the U. P. was the altruistic one. 
I do not believe in monopolies. I believe that monopolists suffer more 
than their victims in the long run. I did not believe it would be good 
for journalism in this country if there should be one big news trust 
such as the founders of the Associated Press fully expected to build 
up. It was their idea to set up a monopoly that would make it impos- 
sible for any new paper to be started in any of the cities where there 
were A. P. members. I recognized that this was valuable to an estab- 
lished newspaper manager like myself, but I was just then feeling very 
cocky. I considered myself a sort of man-of-destiny. I had ambitions 
for planting a score or more of new papers. I pointed out to my asso- 
ciates that under the proposed conditions no one else could start new 
newspapers in our town, but, on the other hand, we would never be 
able to start another new newspaper. 

I not only wanted to start a new paper if I chose, but I wanted to 
make it possible for any other man to found a newspaper in any city in 
the union. Were it not for the U. P., I am convinced that the men who 
hold a controlling interest in tibe present A. P. and Mr. Hearst would 
inevitably combine into a trust. 

Perhaps my greatest reason, however, for refusing to join the A. P. 
at the critical juncture was that I knew that at least ninety per cent 
of my fellows in American journalism were capitalistic and conserva- 
tive. I knew at the time at least that unless I came into the field with 
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a new service, it would be impossible for the people of the United 
States to get correct news through the medium of the Associated 
Press. I determined to be as free in gathering telegraph news and 
printing what I wanted to print as I was in gathering local news and 
printing what I wanted to print. In those my youthful days of pride 
I swelled up with vanity at the thought that I was to be the savior of 
the free press in America. Of course, I have learned now that it needs 
more than one man to guarantee such freedom. 

I believe I have done more good indirectly with the U. P. than I 
have done with it directly, since I have made it impossible for the 
men who control the A. P. to suppress the truth or successfully dis- 
seminate falsehood. The mere fact that the U. P. can be depended 
upon to disseminate news that is of value to the public and that is 
against the interest of the plutocrat band makes it not only worth 
while for the A. P. to put out such information, but positively danger- 
ous for them to try to withhold any such information. If a U. P. paper 
in Cleveland gets a piece of news that the A. P. client there doesn't 
get, there is a kick from the A. P. paper to the management. If the 
A. P. should attempt to give real news only to its client papers in 
towns where there were U. P. papers, then A. P. papers in other 
towns would kick because they didn't get as full service as did those 
A. P. papers in the U. P. towns. 
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XX 

I Buck the Advertisers 



IN 1911, in the city of Chicago, I undertook an interesting experi- 
ment in journalism: the publication o a newspaper that would 
never accept advertising. 

I wanted to show the feasibility of publishing a daily journal in 
magazine form and also wanted to show that such a journal could be 
published at a profit with no other receipts than money derived from 
selling it at wholesale prices. I called the project the "Ad-less 
Newspaper." 

Later, when I sent Negley Cochran, then editor of the Toledo 
News-Bee, to Chicago actually to start the paper, it became known as 
the Day Book. Under this title it continued publication every day 
until 1917, when, for various reasons, I saw fit to discontinue it. 

There was one great principle at stake in the Day Book, and only 
one, and that was the founding of a newspaper to be successfully 
supported by the reading public, as distinguished from the adver- 
tising public. This being the case, the sole and only aim of its editors 
and writers was to make a paper that would have the largest possible 
number of buyers. 

I thought that we ought to prove the possibility of the existence of 
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such a paper. Later, certain editorial policies might be pursued for 
other purposes than purely financial gain. A sufficient amount of 
propaganda might be tacked on to such a newspaper. But it should 
not have to carry too great a burden of propaganda. (Personally, I 
have no use for martyrs. I maintain that a live fox is more worth while 

than a dead lion. ) 

* 

There is no room in any democracy for what might be called an 
endowed or subsidized press, I felt. 

I also wanted to show the practicability of founding a newspaper on 
such small capital as most any man would be able to secure. 

I thought that newspapers are made by men and not by money; by 
brains and not by capital, and that everything else being equal, every 
dollar that is spent over and above the minimum amount required to 
meet fixed expenses and keep body and soul together ( of the would- 
be founder of the newspaper) is not only wasteful, but is real poison 
forced into the system of the new organization. 

It was my idea that Cochran and I should learn to publish a paper 
that the public would demand, the maximum cost of production of 
which would not much exceed $2,500 per month over and above the 
cost of newsprint. 

I did not propose to attempt the vain effort of bolstering up in- 
efficient men or an inefficient organization by use of money. I pro- 
posed to find the men and produce the organization which in them- 
selves would be so efficient as to secure a living and growing institu- 
tion. It was my intention rather to create hardships in a financial way 
than to bridge over such hardships with money. 

Neither did I propose to increase the monthly expenses of this 
ad-less paper, except for newsprint, until the receipts of the paper 
were not only equal to the beginning expense, but until they were 
great enough to permit a fair living profit over and above any increase 
of expenses that might have been made. 
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When Cochran and I were discussing the new paper we were 
gloating over the prospect of having such freedom from commercial- 
ism as would permit us to publish whatever we wanted to without 
regard to the enmity or favor of certain classes. 

Of course we were thinking of the editorials that we could publish 
and the articles we could print which would be of benefit to the 
masses. In fact, we had our heads up so high that they were bumping 
the stars. 

Now there is another kind of freedom that I wanted. I wanted to 
be absolutely indifferent to the contempt of all classes. I did not want 
to impress on the common people that we were their worthy advisers 
and leaders, nor did I want to impress upon the classes that we are 
what they call demagogues. 

What I wanted the newspaper to be was the common vulgar friend 
and companion of the common vulgar crowd, of which, if I am not 
a member, I would like to be. 

Such a paper as I proposed would not give us much space for 
preachments and lectures, There is a class of literature in the old- 
fashioned yellow-backed dime novels, and in such a paper as the 
Police Gazette once was, which came nearer to what I was thinking of 
than anything then to be found in the average journal of the most 
democratic proclivities, whether daily or weekly. 

In fact, I told Cochran, it would be difficult to find among journal- 
ists of any class, men who have not been trained into what would be 
called snobs by our readers. For too many years, I said, we have lived 
too far above this level to be able to do much more than sympathize 
looking downward from on high. 

Our one great business, I felt, was to get an audience. Whatever 
else it was, our paper must be excessively interesting, not to the good, 
wise men and the pure in spirit, but to the great masses of sordid, 
squalid humanity. Humanity was vulgar; so we must be vulgar. It was 
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coarse; so we must not be refined. It was passionate; therefore the 
blood that ran in our veins and in our newspaper must be warm. 

We were not going to preach at all, and even the lessons we taught 
must be from ABC to the First Primer. 

We wanted to organize democracy and could not do this if we 
assumed the attitude which had to be aristocraticof leadership and 
control. 

We would have to say for a time at least farewell to our friends 
who think they know political economy, and who wear the fine 
clothes of literature and philosophy. We must be content to be as 
despised by our gentlemen and lady friends as the ex-hoodlum is 
despised by his, when wearing the Salvation Army uniform, he talks 
to the crowd in the streets in the slum quarter. 

I doubted if beneath the veneering, which is not a hundredth of an 
inch thick, that Cochran and I wore on our surf ace we were a bit less 
vulgar, a bit less passionate, selfish and sordid than the mass of the 
people whose servants we desired to be. 

Regarded purely as a business institution, the only kind of circula- 
tion that is highly valuable is that which owes its existence to the 
paper's being an entertainment rather than an instructive document 
When any man takes a newspaper just to help a good cause along, he 
is a doubtful asset, but when a man takes a newspaper for the same 
reason that he takes a cigar or glass of beer, or goes to a moving pic- 
ture show, he becomes a thoroughgoing asset that can he calculated in 
dollars and cents. 

I told Cochran that the world of journalism, unlike that of fiction, 
was almost wholly composed of matter that made men and women 
think, or think that they ought to think. That task of public enlighten- 
ment is so thoroughly prosecuted that our labors in this field are not 
as necessities cried for by the people. 

Let us amuse our folks first, let us gather around us a great audience 
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first, and then we can slip into their minds, entirely unsuspected by 
them, some bits of information, some pages on which thoughts will 
hang, some things which will help them to help themselves and help 
their country. Let us quit teaching and lecturing and instructing as 
the main part of our business, or as any more than the thirty-second 
part of our occupation, and devote the rest of ourselves to just being 
common, plain, everyday, interesting, good-natured, laugh-provoking 
fellows. 

In starting all my new papers, especially the very earliest of them, 
I have always suffered a great deal of embarrassment and I believe 
a great deal of loss both directly and indirectly as a result of confusion 
of mind and uncertainty of action because of the overhaste and im- 
patience of my young men to get under way, 

I had the idea always and it has been confirmed by experience, that 
the development of a newspaper business should be something like 
that of the founding of a medical or legal practice. Hang out your 
shingle and do thoroughly every day such work as you can get to do 
and patiently wait for public favor, confidence and good will to grow 
up around you and in you and with you and for you. Forcing things 
does no good, and more often than not it does harm, since it arouses 
in the first place suspicion and latterly antagonism. 

To rne the history of the San Francisco News the paper I founded 
shortly before the 1906 earthquake had been a most illuminating 
one. So long as that paper had little money to spend, and so long as 
its managers devoted themselves to the one essential of a newspaper, 
and hadn't the money to follow and imitate newspaper contempo- 
raries, the News won its way with remarkable rapidity. 

It was only after advertising money coming in permitted its man- 
agement to do in some fashion what other newspaper managers were 
doing, that growth stopped. 

I proposed, in the ad-less paper, to adopt a scheme very similar to 
that adopted in the starting of the San Francisco News. 

214 



I Buck the Advertisers 

If the editor could not get along on $2,500 per month, excluding 
white paper bills, I would consider the whole scheme unworkable. 

So many of my young papers have gone to smash, I reasoned, be- 
cause of the men trying to depend on money instead of brains and 
work to build them up, that I had no inclination to try any more such 
experiments. 

I was going to furnish all the money myself and take all the risk 
myself, and so far as concerns business methods and investment, I was 
going to have absolutely my own way. I wanted no one connected 
with the paper who was not willing to carry out my ideas, and who 
did not also fully and completely believe in my method so that he 
would do the same thing that I wanted done even if he were 
furnishing all the money. 

Up to the time when the paper would pay its own expenses, I would 
absolutely control it, generally and in detail. From the time it began 
to pay its expenses I would continue to control it in two ways: First, 
the paper would receive absolutely no income from any source ex- 
cepting from the sale of newspapers. Second: it would always be the 
organ, the mouthpiece and the friend of small wage-earners and of 
that class who were not working for wages but still maintained them- 
selves by daily labor of the humblest sort. Our paper was to be the 
poor man's advocate and friend whether the poor man be right or 
wrong. 

On the day I finally saw that little paper in print, I felt I was a 
perfectly free man for the first time in my life. 

(Editor's Note: The United States got into World War I in April, 
1917. E. W. Scripps went to Washington to resume control of his 
entire newspaper institution, to aid in the winning of the war. For 
this purpose he "drafted" Mr. Cochran into his Washington group of 
advisers. As neither he nor Mr. Cochran could direct the Day Book, 
it was suspended. Six months later, Scripps's health broke and his 
illness and convalescence sent him into retirement. He never gave up 
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the idea of again starting such a venture, and when he died in 1926, 
he was planning another ad-less daily newspaper. In fact, he was 
even dreaming of a chain of twenty of them, if he were to live long 
enough. 

(The average monthly deficit of the Day Book for the years 1912 to 
1916 was: 

1912 $ 2,690 

1913 1,826 

1914 1,515 

1915 1,352 

1916 1,270 

Newsprint prices were soaring but, even so, the newspaper was 
showing a slight profit when it was suspended.) 
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XXI 

The Case of Roy W. Howard 



OFTEN, IN retrospective mood, my thoughts center about some 
man, or group of men youngsters whose lives I have more or 
less molded molded in part for my own business purposes, and per- 
haps even in a larger part, experimentally. A very large portion of my 
life's enjoyment, in fact, has come from the curious and inquiring 
attention I have given to the development of my young helpers. I am 
inclined to dispute the truth of the saying that you can't make a silk 
purse out of a sow's ear. I put very little reliance on the equally vulgar 
and often sneering comment, Blood will tell. 

It was around 1885 that I went to live in the country house of 
Colonel Gano of the U. S. Army, about sixteen miles outside Cin- 
cinnati, on the old turnpike leading from Cincinnati to Dayton. On 
this little turnpike, not a hundred yards from my host's home, was a 
tiny cottage occupied by the keeper of the tollgate. The tollgate 
keeper had a family of several children, sons and daughters. Now it is 
easy enough for anyone to form an opinion of the general character- 
istics of a tollgate keeper and his family. Certainly, tollgate keeping is 
anything but the occupation of an industrious, ambitious and enter- 
prising man. 
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I kept a saddle horse at that time for exercise purposes. It was 
provoking to me always to have to stop my ride and call the tollgate 
keeper, to wait for the tollgate to be raised when I paid my little fee. 
Actually, I seldom submitted to this indignity. Sometimes I would 
make my horse jump the tollgate, and sometimes the hedge fence at 
the side of the road. I would jump into the adjoining field, passing 
around the tollgate, in order to bring the horse back again into 
the pike. 

The reason I had to encounter this tollgate was that it extended 
straight across the road that led from my lodging place to the door 
of the young lady who afterward became my wife. 

I never made the acquaintance of the tollgate keeper, or any 
member of his family. Being a newcomer to the neighborhood, I 
knew nothing of the past of the family. It was not until many years 
afterward that I learned that there was a man in the employ of one of 
my newspapers who was a son of one of the daughters of this family. 
The occasion of my learning the origin of Roy Howard, and of my 
subsequent interest in him, was my mother-in-law's writing my wife, 
informing her that a son of my wife's old schoolmate, the daughter of 
the tollgate keeper, had become a reporter on one of my papers. 
Something about the association of young Howard and a very im- 
portant incident in my life caused me to be especially interested in 
him. I am inclined to believe that Roy Howard's whole career has 
been greatly influenced by this interest I felt in him. 

What could be expected of a tollgate keeper's grandson? Had I not 
known so much about his origin, I would have had no more curiosity 
about or interest in him, than I would have had in any of the other 
hundreds of my employees. Although I did not see young Howard 
until several years after I heard of him, my interest in him certainly 
had its effect in opening opportunities for him. 

I do not recall having seen Howard until he had made considerable 
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headway in the way of promotion. When I finally met him for the 
first time, I think it was at Miramar. He was a striking individual, 
very small of stature, with a large head and speaking countenance, 
and eyes that appeared to be windows for a rather unusual intellect 
His manner was forceful, and the reverse from modest. Gall was 
written all over his face. It was in every tone and every word he 
voiced. There was ambition, self-respect and f orcefulness oozing out 
of every pore of his body. 

Since those days Howard has learned to affect some degree of 
deference in his speech and manner in my presence; but in my first 
interview with him, he did not reveal, and I do not believe he experi- 
enced, the least feeling of awe. However, so completely and exuber- 
antly frank was he that it was impossible for me to feel any resentment 
on account of his cheek. 

He passed from his reportership on the paper to a subordinate 
position in the United Press, which I had just launched. When he 
went with the U. P. he may have been twenty-one years of age. Of 
course he was only an employee. I do not suppose he, or anyone else, 
ever thought he would be anything else. He demonstrated his ability 
to be a good assistant to the general manager while the institution was 
still in almost an embryo state. Then, fortunately for him, its first 
manager, John Vandercook, died as the result of a surgical operation. 
Learning of this, I immediately gave attention to the appointment of 
a successor. I had no idea of appointing Howard. If my remembrance 
is correct I had not seen Howard, even then. 

I suggested to my associates several men, any one of whom I would 
have been willing to name as Vandercook's successor, had the other 
man who worked on the association agreed. I was surprised at being 
urged to let Howard be tried out for a time, at least, on the job. 

Certainly, at this critical point in Howard's career, he owed every- 
thing to the fact that he was the tollgate keeper's grandson. My fancy 
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was tickled with the idea. My propensity for experiment demon- 
strated itself again. I recall that I was much amused, and that I told 
my wife what I had done. However, Howard made good. 

Owing to the growth of the U. P. and to the fact that the im- 
portant news of these times has been connected with the European 
war, it has been necessary for the manager of the U. P. to go to Europe 
frequently. 

The statesmen of Europe deem it extremely important that the 
American people should be kept well informed in all the contro- 
versies going on between the belligerent nations. They are, therefore, 
bound to give much attention to the representatives of the American 
press. The United Press is, next to the Associated Press, the largest 
medium for the dissemination of news in the United States. Conse- 
quently, Mr. Howard has not only had no difficulty in coming in 
contact with both the political and military leaders of the countries 
he has visited, but has been warmly welcomed by them. 

Owing a great deal to his peculiar personality, Howard seems to 
have gained some personal favors among these men. He has had 
interviews with premiers, foreign secretaries, generals, and civilians 
of the higher grade. Lord Northcliffe, the giant journalist of English, 
has been particularly intimate with Howard. Owing to Northcliffe's 
relations to the powers-that-be in England, Howard of the U. P. is 
favored above all other American journalists and journalistic institu- 
tions. So far, Howard has not come into contact with royalty itself, 
though I have very little doubt that he is yet to stand before kings. 

The other day Howard called on me at Miramar and spent an hour 
or two talking to me. While he occupied the seat at the end of the 
table, where I usually place my favored guests, I could not restrain 
myself from looking him over, up and down, and laughing uproari- 
ously, as I kept comparing in my mind that little old tollgate house 
with this friend and intimate of a belted earl, great statesmen and 
famous generals. 
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It is characteristic of Howard that, when I told him the cause of 
my mirth, he indicated neither confusion nor resentment. He seemed 
to have his own fancy tickled by it. I do not believe that in this 
respect Howard will ever change. Of course he is an upstart, and a 
very innocent upstart. He wasn't to blame for his origin, and in fact 
there was nothing blameworthy in it. I do not think he would ever be 
ashamed of his origin. I do not think either that his success in life, or 
his position in life, will add anything to his vanity, or his self-respect. 

As I indicated in some part of the foregoing, Howard's self-respect 
and self-confidence, right from the start, were so great as to make it 
impossible for them to increase. Doubtless to himself his present 
situation in life, his successes and his prosperity, all seem perfectly 
natural, and no more and no less than he expected, if he ever wasted 
his time in forecasting. Of which, I have very much doubt. 
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XXII 

Is Honest Journalism Possible? 



IS HONEST journalism possible? 
Perhaps I can best answer this question by discussing some of the 
most commonly held opinions concerning the press. 

The usual critic dwells particularly upon the fact that newspapers 
are owned by men who do not edit them. For the newspaper writer's 
shortcomings, he offers the excuse that he writes for a living, writes 
under orders, and writes what his employer wants him to write, and 
not what he, the writer, thinks. 

This critic also has a very commonly held opinion that newspaper 
owners are part and parcel of the plutocratic clique, and that by 
choice they suppress some news and distort other news happenings, 
and generally try to create a public opinion that is favorable to 
plutocracy. 

This critic is also a victim of a very common delusion, a delusion 
so common as to be practically universal. This delusion is that a news- 
paper can only be founded at great expense of capital, and hence, 
that it is impossible for one of the nonplutocratic classes in these days 
to found or purchase a newspaper property. 

There are tricks in all trades, especiaUy in our trade. I am a news- 
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paper owner. Newspaper owners do not like competition. They want 
as few newspapers in existence as possible. It is but natural (even if 
to be natural is to be dishonest) for newspaper owners to desire to 
create the impression that it required tremendous sums of money to 
found a newspaper, and that even when founded, a newspaper is not 
a very profitable property. 

Yet I cannot say that I know of a single great and successful and 
influential American newspaper, the first cost of the founding of 
which has been equal to the cost of founding any third- or fourth-rate 
business in the locality where the newspaper was founded. That is, 
granted that both were founded at the same time, As a matter of fact, 
no great newspaper has ever been founded by the aid of large capital. 
As a matter of fact, no more substantial obstacle to success can be 
presented to the founder of any newspaper than the possession of 
abundant capital. 

It has been said that there has been more money lost in journalism 
in America than has ever been made out of it. That's possibly true. 
But the losses have all been made as a result of an attempt to found 
newspapers by means of capital, or the attempt to own and conduct 
newspapers by the sheer force of capital. In journalism, money does 
not make money. In journalism, money makes for failure. 

I am frequently accused of being paradoxical when I utter opinions 
about those subjects on which I am most accurately informed. If I 
were governed by the principle of Machiavelli that is, always to 
dissimulate I would know no better means to do this than by always 
speaking truthfully about my own business and my own profession. 
No one, especially the laity, ever believes a word I say about 
journalism. 

Now here is a proposition I have frequently made, and in making 
it, have been both sincere and truthful: 

Given one man, or two men, or a collective staff of men, of a certain 
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ability; and it being proposed that this man, or these men should form 
a newspaper; and it being further proposed that they should be en- 
dowed with no more capital than enough to purchase old, almost 
worn-out, second-hand office equipment, together with a cash capital 
sufficient barely to feed and clothe and house the man or men for a 
period of two or three years, on a standard of living expenses not 
superior to that of ordinary day laborers given these circumstances, 
what would be my judgment as to their chances of success, as against 
their chances if they had large capital to expend? 

I would say that the newspaper founded on large capital would not 
have one chance of success, where a paper founded on the smallest 
possible capital would have a hundred or perhaps a thousand chances. 
In fact, my conviction is that there would be no chance at all for the 
success of a newspaper founded by men who intended to use rela- 
tively large capital in the foundation of their newspaper. 

I have been interested in a proprietary way in between thirty and 
forty daily newspapers. Some of rny newspapers have been remark- 
ably successful, some of them have been absolute and complete 
failures, some of them have succeeded moderately, and some of them 
have been founded and conducted at so little expense as to be con- 
sidered small failures. On the average, however, whether coinci- 
dences played a great part or not, rny newspaper successes have 
always been in inverse proportion to the amount of original capital 
accessible or employed. The most pronounced failures that I have 
had experience with have been those in which either large capital was 
available, or in which there were managers who supposed that large 
capital would be put eventually at their disposal. 

Therefore I would say that journalistic honesty does not necessarily 
suffer because of any original natural dishonesty of men who eventu- 
ally become capitalists. Young newspapers, papers that have not yet 
become so profitable as to corrupt the morals of their owners, are, for 
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the most part, the most honest newspapers. The young and struggling 
newspaper has to establish itself, and the first thing that an intelligent 
young owner of a newspaper, or owner of a young newspaper learns, 
is that it pays to be honest His older, more successful and more profit- 
able rivals in the journalistic field, having become corrupted by 
wealth, no longer depending entirely for existence, for their daily 
bread, on continued and growing public confidence, may be dis- 
honest, and hence cannot compete with a poor young publication for 
the public favor on the grounds of absolute honesty. 

If, then, it requires but a small capital to found a newspaper, and 
if honesty is a good business policy, my critic will ask: Why is it that 
the daily press of the United States is almost exclusively owned by 
capitalists, and why are its practices almost invariably plutocratic or 
dishonest? 

I can answer this question very easily. 

There is no more valuable and substantial property in the world 
than a successful newspaper. In every community the property value 
of the most successful newspaper in that community is greater, per- 
haps, than the property value of any other single business institution 
in the locality. If it is not greater, it is at least as great as any but a 
very, very few local business institutions. 

It is impossible to have a very successful newspaper in a town of 
50,000 population, whose capital value is not equal to $200,000. It is 
impossible to have a successful daily newspaper in a town of 100,000 
population which is not worth $500,000. It is impossible to have a very 
successful newspaper in a town of 500,000 people that is not worth 
more than $1,000,000. 

One can see, then, why the great and successful newspapers in the 
United States are owned by millionaires. One cannot own a news- 
paper that is worth several millions without owning many more 
million dollars worth of property. A newspaper cannot be a very great 
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and successful newspaper without being worth several millions of 
dollars. The publisher who has succeeded, then, is necessarily a 
capitalist. 

Now, then, to a second critical question: Why should great and 
successful publishers, that is to say, newspaper owners, be dishonest? 

The usual newspaper critic, in common with the vast mass of hu- 
manity, consciously or unconsciously holds the belief so tersely 
expressed by some eighteenth-century French philosophers "Prop- 
erty is theft." A thief, of course, is dishonest. If property is the result 
of theft, or dishonesty, then the man who owns property is dishonest 
A man who owns a little property may be considered a little dishonest, 
while the man who owns a great property must be considered very 
dishonest. A man cannot own a great and successful newspaper who 
does not own a great property and, hence, the owner of such a great 
and successful property must be very dishonest. 

I do not think that the usual newspaper critics would confess to the 
charge that they believed property is theft. 

It is a fact, however, that the mere possession of wealth by one man 
and the lack of such possession by another man, results in the two 
men having distinct and often diametrically opposite points of view 
on very many subjects called "moral." The rich man and the poor man 
are almost never in agreement on any subject of property rights. This 
is markedly the case when they are considering the subject of dividing 
and appropriating the respective shares of the profits of the joint 
efforts of labor and capital. 

The writers who are employees of newspaper owners have, neces- 
sarily, points of view that differ from those of their employers. The 
owner of the newspaper, the employer, requires his employees to 
write those things which the employer either believes or wants his 
readers to believe. As he is human, he will not allow his newspaper to 
be used to controvert his own opinions. Nor will he pay to the writer 
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wages to produce matter which he does not want to appear in his 
paper. 

As an editor originally, and a newspaper owner latterly, I have 
always been in a quandary on this subject. Whatever the opinion 
others may have of me, I have thought I was honest I have felt it my 
duty to express my own honest convictions through my newspapers. 
But a newspaper is a large institution. The amount of space in it 
devoted to reading matter is many times larger than that which I or 
anyone else can fill. I, the owner, or the editor of a newspaper, must 
employ many assistants. 

I not only want to be honest, but I want my editors and my writers 
to be honest. By a careful selection of my staff, I have been able 
always to have around me a set of men who agreed with me on many, 
many important matters connected with our calling. But it is impos- 
sible for any two men to agree on every subject. It is impossible, or 
nearly so, to find a newspaper staff of men numbering from twenty to 
one hundred or more who will agree on any one subject But a news- 
paper is a single entity, an individual. It, as a rule, is compelled to 
have only one opinion on any one subject. Now what has happened 
when I have discovered daily differences of opinion between myself 
and some one or more of the writers who were subordinate to me? If 
I waived my opinion in favor of that of my subordinate, I, who was 
responsible for the utterances made in my paper, would have been 
insincere and permitted my paper to express opinions contrary to my 
own. Would I not have been dishonest? Of course, I have never 
done this. I have required my subordinates, the writers of a given 
article, to express my opinion, which in many a given case was con- 
trary to his own. In doing this, have I compelled the writer to be 
dishonest? 

To resume my arguments. I will concede that the usual criticism of 
the press is a just one, that the press is plutocratic, and that it is unfair 
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in its dealings with the public, that it shows partiality in its dealings 
with the wealthy, and a far too great amount of indifference to the 
rights and welfare of the masses. 

The possessor of great wealth may be, and frequently is, corrupted. 
No matter how good and moral a man may be, the possession of great 
wealth must have a certain amount of corrupting influence upon him. 
The possession of great wealth isolates a man to a great extent from 
his fellows. This isolation results in a constantly diminishing sym- 
pathy for humankind. The duties connected with the administration 
of a large property are so absorbing and so strenuous as to permit a 
man who is the possessor of wealth no time to think of even his own 
misfortunes, much less of the misfortunes of others. Only very rich 
men, perhaps, fully appreciate that the most unhappy men are those 
who are farthest from the center of the general average. The very rich 
and the very poor are, if not equally unhappy in their situation, at 
least far more unhappily situated than the great mass of men who 
occupy the intermediate space between wealth and poverty. 

There are other reasons than that of mere personal absorption in 
business affairs which tend to make wealthy men unsympathetic with 
the masses. Birds of a feather flock together not merely because they 
want to, but because they have to. Save in rare instances, there can be 
no close congenial intimacy, mutual affection and confidence, be- 
tween a very rich man and a very poor man. The mere possession of 
wealth so modifies a man's personal character that it is impossible 
for him to find congenial company except with men whose characters 
have been modified in a similar way. 

There is not only a community of interest, but a community of 
social feeling between the capitalists of any locality, section or coun- 
try. The successful journalist, that is to say, when he owns his own 
newspaper, is a wealthy man, a capitalist by necessity. His associates 
are necessarily other capitalists. The greater his association with capi- 
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talists is, the more completely does it minister to and give satisfaction 
to, the natural, normal, human instincts. A social capitalistic class 
quickly crystallizes and solidifies into a social caste, and the journalist 
who has become a capitalist is inevitably estranged from the larger 
community. 

Hundreds of thousands of American citizens are condemning the 
American press because it is unfair to the poorer class and is a false 
witness in every case being tried at the bar of public opinion, between 
capital and labor. This criticism may be as just as the condition is 
necessary. 

What would one think of a poor man who had a case in court 
against a rich man and allowed his rich antagonist to employ the law- 
yers on both sides who would allow his rich antagonist to employ 
and pay his, the poor man's, lawyer fees? Yet this is just what the 
poorer people of the United States do in every case that is tried be- 
tween capital and labor, before the bar of public opinion. A modern 
great newspaper is published in the form of a great and bulky docu- 
ment. The white paper used by the publisher in many cases costs at 
the paper mills more money than the reader pays for it. This being the 
case, all the other expenses the employment of great staffs of writing 
journalists, of printers, of other mechanics, the cost of rent, machin- 
ery, and the wear and tear on the same, the telegraph tolls, and all the 
profit of the business of making a great newspaper are borne, not by 
the readers of a newspaper, but by the advertisers, men in business, 
men who are capitalists. 

When a man attempts to get something for nothing, or anything at 
less than cost, he is certainly fooled, and, I think, deservedly fooled. 
The readers of newspapers can only surely secure reliable advocates 
and, to them, friendly newspapers, by employing and paying their 
own journalistic servants, and not accepting gratuities from the capi- 
talistic and advertising class. If the public would insist on paying the 
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publishers of the daily and weekly and monthly journals the full cost 
of producing the same, plus a profit, so that a would-be honest pub- 
lisher would not be compelled to depend for his existence upon the 
good will and patronage of the advertiser, there would be a chance at 
least of our having a less dishonest press. 

I want to see established all over the country a number of papers, 
the selling price of which is so much larger than the cost of white 
paper that there will be a fair degree of profit in the newspaper pub- 
lishing business without the assistance of advertising. There is a large 
amount of legitimate advertising business to be done, and all such ad- 
vertisements are beneficial to both the public newspaper and to the 
public at large. All advertisements, however, that are published at a 
rate lower than the profit line, or that are obtained for any other con- 
sideration than the advertiser's desire of publicity, and all advertise- 
ments that are not clearly beneficial to the public at large, should be 
excluded from these papers. 
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XXIII 



Highbrow Scientists and the Ignorant 

Public 



IT'S USELESS to think of making the world safe for democracy 
without thinking of making democracy safe for ItseE And the only 
possible way of making democracy thus safe is to make it more in- 
telligent. But since to be intelligent is utterly impossible without 
having much of the knowledge, the method and the spirit of science, 
the only way to make democracy safe is to make it more scientific. 

Now the scientists in this country are doing some wonderful work. 
They are telling about it in books. But they are writing their books at 
each other, and using such big words and such technical language 
that the average man, even if he attempts to read their books, can't 
understand what they say or what it is all about. They need an inter- 
preter who can translate their language into plain United States that 
the people can understand. 

Many of these scientists might be likened to a lot of silly owls 
roosting high up inside of some hollow trunk of a dead tree expressing 
their disgust because all, or nearly all, the rest of the birds and beasts 
are living out in the sunshine. 

They are so blamed wise and so packed full of knowledge and so 
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much the creatures of reason rather than instinct, that they cannot 
comprehend why God has made nearly all the rest of mankind so in- 
fernally stupid. 

It was General Booth, I think, who said when he was adopting 
music for his Salvation Army songs that the devil should not have all 
the good music, and so he stole his tunes from music halls. 

It was in an attempt to bridge the gap between the scientists and 
the ordinary readers that I caused to be formed, in 1919, the American 
Society for the Dissemination of Science. Later this organization came 
to be known as Science Service. 

The Science Service, was founded for the purpose of giving the 
American people a better opportunity to know the aims and achieve- 
ments of modern science. Its charter is a wide one, authorizing the 
service to employ newspapers, books, lectures, conferences, motion 
pictures and any similar educational agencies in the distribution of 
scientific information. 

We know that a very small portion of the great human story that is 
being unfolded daily by the scientific institutions, government and 
industrial research bureaus, and by individual pioneers the world 
over, finds its way into the American press. 

There has always been, and particularly since the war gave new 
impetus to scientific research in America, pressing need for some 
agency that could and would make its major interest the intelligent 
application of American journalistic methods to the mounting fund 
of scientific knowledge. 

The scientist has full appreciation of the romance of his work. Yet 
the tales of his adventures into the unknown, dramatic as they are, 
seldom find their way into print because he so infrequently has the 
time or the training to tell them in the language of everyday men. 

AH the best writing by men of exceptional ability on all scientific 
subjects appears only in publications and books which are absolutely 
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unloiown to the public and rarely indeed studied by the journalists of 
this country who have the ability to, and actually do, mold public 
opinion. Every thorough scientific man who is in the habit of reading 
the daily newspapers is constantly reminded that there is a vast 
quantity of misinformation being constantly spread abroad by our 
newspapers. 

The first aim of Science Service should be just the reverse of what 
is called propaganda. Its objects should never be to furnish argument 
or facts for the purpose of producing partisans for some cause. Its sole 
object should be to present facts in readable and interesting 
form facts upon which the reader could and probably would base his 
opinion on a subject of politics or sociology or concerning his duty to 
himself and his fellows. 

No matter what protests are made or what contempt may be ex- 
pressed for the condition, it is a fact that the government of this nation 
and of our states and of our cities is such as results from the opinion- 
making activities of the daily press. 

It is only through the press-mainly the daily press~of the country 
that the vast majority of the people of this country receive any in- 
formation or education at all. It is therefore only through the press 
that the public can be quicHy and well instructed on matters of its 
greatest interest. 

The object of this institution, Science Service, should be to make 
the greatest use possible of the press in disseminating that knowledge 
which is the result of painstaking research carried on by a few hun- 
dred or at most by a few thousand well-trained men equipped with 
great mental capacity. 

It is not intended that Science Service should be run for profit to 
anyone. It is only intended that fair compensation should be paid to 
those who take an active part in making the institution an instrument 
of great public service. 
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But no one least of all the editor or publisher of a papervalues 
anything that costs nothing. Further than this, it should be the aim of 
the association to increase greatly the income of the association for 
the purpose of increasing the number of active members and es- 
pecially to employ special research workers. 

All journalistic clients of the service should be assessed for the 
services rendered by it, according to the client's ability to pay and, 
further, according to the value of the service to various publications. 

My aim in building Science Service was not to build a monument 
for myself or anyone else. I had in view just one objective, namely, 
the founding of an institution with a very modest endowmentan 
institution so organized that it would, by the mere process of its func- 
tioning, develop and grow into something of great national value to a 
future generation or to future generations. 

One of the foundation principles of this institution I wish to be the 
avoidance of both of the two greatest economic sins, getting some- 
thing for nothing and giving something for nothing. 

The modest endowment that I propose I considered merely the 
seed from which the plant would develop. 

On one of my ranches I have a considerable forest, every tree of 
which sprang from seeds which I planted myself. The primary cost of 
this forest was insignificant. Had I planted older trees the growth to 
maturity might not have taken so long a time. I will not live to see this 
forest ripen and become ready to harvest. I did not expect, desire or 
hope that Science Service would in my lifetime or that of any of my 
associates grow to be of sufficient importance to attract public atten- 
tion and hence contribute to gratifying the vanity of any of us by 
adding to our fame. 

I have often used the phrase "hard wood grows slowly." 

The laborer in this field of science dissemination is worthy of his 
hire that is to say, sufficient compensation to enable him to afford to 
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work for a future generation of people who would not even know of 
Ms labors. My own commercial experiences had convinced me that 
such an institution as I proposed might easily be so managed as to 
make it in a comparatively few years a valuable and largely profit- 
paying institution if those who first undertook to cultivate this young 
plant and care for it were not too much inclined to desire a large com- 
mercial success. 

There are objections on the part of some of my associates to re- 
ceiving any sort of financial compensation for their work on behalf of 
the institution. While I respect the motives of these gentlemen I can- 
not overlook the fact that they are the very ones who are now inclining 
the twig so that it will grow away from the line I first proposed from 
the line which I believe will be the only one that should be pursued if 
ultimate success is to be attained. These gentlemen are proposing to 
"give something for nothing." They are contributing to the original 
endowment, which has already proved that it was quite large enough 
to bring the infant to life and to maintain it in healthy condition. 

The future of Science Service does not depend on its original en- 
dowment except to a very small extent. Its future does depend upon 
the good will, the faith and the good work performed by the fifteen 
members of the association or some of them. 

Personally I would feel greatly mortified if I thought that at some 
time in the future I, to whom the least of credit should be due for the 
foundation, should have anything but an inferior position in any 
public recognition an inferior position relative to those men of 
science who have really contributed far more than have I, the general 
manager, and the whole of the general manager's staff. 

It is my opinion that all or any of those of the association who per- 
form valuable service should be bound to receive some actual money 
compensation for their labor. 

In considering the degree of success that may accompany our 
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efforts, I strongly urge that only secondary consideration be given 
to money income. In this institution success should only be reck- 
oned by the growth of our audience coupled with the development 
throughout the country of other independent "sowers of the seed of 
knowledge." 

As our purpose is only to secure in every way possible the spread 
of science, we should rather congratulate ourselves when we find 
others doing better than we do, as well as we do, or even partly as 
well as we do. 

Our sole aim I think should be to labor to increase or cause to be 
increased the amount of general knowledge possessed by the general 
public not only the general public of today, in this generation, but 
the general public that will exist in future generations. 

I am not sure that I would, if I could, try to inspire any of my associ- 
ates to greater efforts. It is only those among us who bring into our 
group their own enthusiasm, their own vision, and their own will to 
make our people wiser and possessed of greater knowledge, who can 
do well the work that lies to their hands. 
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HERE'S SOME talk from an aged penman to youngsters who 
want to get into the newspaper business: 

First and foremost I want to tell you that a college is about the last 
place in the world where a man should go to learn journalism. 

A good many years ago I was in Paris traveling with a friend who 
was also a newspaperman. He came to my hotel room to tell me of an 
adventure. He happened to see in the lobby of the hotel a great 
American newspaperman, the owner of one of the leading papers in 
this country. He had never met him before but he recognized him 
from the numerous portraits he had seen in American newspapers and 
magazines. This man was well along in years. My friend, who had a 
trait pretty well in common with all young newspapermen, namely 
cheek, went up and introduced himself to the great man and told him 
that he himself was in the newspaper game. 

The old fellow turned his fishy eyes on him and stared for several 
moments and then "Working in a newspaper office, eh!!! Whore- 
house, eh!! I I'm a prostitute, you're a prostitute, we newspapermen 
are all prostitutes/' As to what else he said doesn't matter. 

Whatever else you think about newspapers I can frankly tell you 
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that this old publisher and editor is a good deal nearer right than you 
want to think or than you do think. I believe that a great many of you 
young fellows would immediately turn your backs on journalism if 
you knew how great a risk you're going to run of being properly desig- 
nated as "no gentlemen," if you further pursue the calling that youVe 
elected. 

Are there no clean, honest gentlemen engaged in the profession? 
I'll say "Yes, but not many." There are few opportunities for a man to 
be both a gentleman and a journalist. There is only one position in the 
newspaper business which a man can hold that is not only profitable 
in the long run, but which gives him the choice of whether he is to be 
a gentleman or not. That position is ownership. 

When you go out to seek a position as a reporter and you find one, 
how are you going to know whether the owner of the paper you are 
going to work for is a gentleman? How can you know whether the 
city editor under whom you are to work directly is a gentleman? All 
you can know is that you are to obey orders, to do as you are told, and 
if required lie and not question why. If the owner of your paper is a 
gentleman and your immediate chief is a gentleman, it is probable 
that you will be working on a newspaper that is to have a short life. 

I will not repeat the words of this old gentleman my friend met in 
the lobby of the hotel in Paris. I will not say that I have been a prosti- 
tute, knowingly, willingly, all the time. As you know, I have been 
successful. I have done many things that I wouldn't want my son to 
do. I have climbed the ladder from cub reporter to editor and owner, 
and the only consolation I have now is that I have been less of a rascal 
than most of my colleagues. 

However, let me tell you this one thing. I do not think that as a 
class we newspapermen are worse than the average run of other men 
in business. I honestly believe that owing to our peculiar position we 
are constantly being impressed with the idea of our responsibility, 
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and hence we are constantly straining to be less bad than we would 
be if we did not have this feeling of responsibility. 

Stop and think of it. A paragraph of a half-dozen lines thoughtlessly 
dashed off without the least bad intention may make a whole. family 
unhappy and drive a wife away from her home, a husband to drink. 
The power of the press is mighty. But, if it is a power for good, it is a 
power for evil also. 

Praise, given to a man who does not deserve it, blame bestowed on 
a man who does not deserve it, may result in an honest candidate for 
the judgeship being defeated and a rascal placed on the bench. A 
paragraph that you contribute to your paper may set afloat an im- 
pression that will grow and grow for years until a whole community 
at some critical time condemns the good man and supports the bad 
man. 

As a reporter you must obey orders or get the sack. As a reporter 
you are instructed by your chief or by your fellows as to the policy of 
the newspaper on which you work so that without any direct orders 
you will comply with that policy, whether you think it right or wrong. 
You will probably not think about the Tightness or wrongness of the 
item or the article that you write. You will almost certainly think only 
of its effect on your pay envelope. 

Walter Bagehot, journalist, philosopher and historian, in one of his 
books makes a statement something like this: "I worked on a number 
of journals in London. These journals all had different policies, some 
antagonistic to others. When I changed my position from one news- 
paper to another I'd have no idea of changing my views on politics or 
any other subject, but I always found that very shortly after I began 
my work on the journal the environment so affected me that I had 
thought and written as my fellows on the journal thought and wrote. 
I had no influence on the journal, it was the journal moulded me." 

Personally, I have had a similar experience. I have owned several 
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newspapers. Did these newspapers reflect me and my judgment? 
Rarely. The community molds its newspapers. I went from one of my 
newspapers to another fully determined to carry out a certain policy, 
but although I owned the newspaper I couldn't control the news- 
paper, but the newspaper controlled me. Oh, I admit that in certain 
particulars I could and did control the policy of my newspapers, but 
community feeling, the staff esprit de corps, and more than all else 
the traditions of the newspaper had a greater effect on me than I had 
on the newspaper itself. 

I have been well acquainted not personally but through their news- 
papers with two great journalists. At one time one of these was the 
owner of a newspaper that made him considerable wealth. This paper 
was a blackmailing sheet in the large sense and in the meanest sense 
too. One day, a very wealthy, a very respectable merchant of the city 
came into this man's newspaper office and told him that if he didn't 
sell his paper and leave the city in a week, he would shoot him. The 
paper was sold and its publisher moved to a different city. He con- 
ceived the idea that now he was rich enough to be respectable. So he 
founded another newspaper, and although its founder and first editor 
has now long been dead, the paper has been respectable and 
powerful. 

The other man had made a great success in a small western city. He 
had accumulated enough wealth to buy another paper in a much 
larger city. This latter paper was on the rocks when he bought it. But 
he was a very skillful man and soon enough he made a success and be- 
came very famous. He continued to own both papers, but even years 
later anyone reading first one and then the other, would never dream 
that one man owned both these papers. 

The trouble with journalism is its hermaphroditic character. It isn't 
all a profession; it isn't all a business. Perhaps originally, or to speak 
more correctly, a few decades ago, journalism was a profession much 
more than it is now. Men practiced the profession for the love of it or 
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for the love of the little or large influence or power that the calling 
brought with it. But times have changed. Everywhere, all over the 
country in the various communities, the owners of newspapers in 
these communities are among the wealthiest members there. 

Out of every dollar expended by newspaper publishers, on the aver- 
age ninety cents is spent for the purpose of getting advertising reve- 
nue, and only ten cents is spent in payment for news, instruction and 
opinion creating. The poorest paid employees on a newspaper are the 
men who write. The largest compensation in the way of salaries or 
commissions is paid to the men who sell advertising space. We pub- 
lishers of newspapers pay the largest salaries to those men in the 
editorial department whose writings get us the most readers. That 
editor is esteemed to be the greatest who procures the largest number 
of readers for his paper and the largest amount of good will on the 
part of the advertising customers. I know it to be a fact that most of 
our great newspapers sell their newspapers at a price less than the 
cost of the white paper used. The modern American newspaper is 
little more than a billboard carrying advertising. The more people 
who take our papers the more we are able to charge for the advertising 
in same. Why, journalism is "big business'* pure and simple. 

Dollar chasing is anything but an ennobling pursuit. Well, but 
what of it? The business is as it is, and it is our business to make the 
best of the situation that exists. If our publishers seek for and obtain 
an enormously large number of readers for the purpose of com- 
manding a profitable advertising patronage, that at least incidentally 
gives to our newspaper writers an enormously large audience to 
whom we professional journalists can deliver whatever message we 
have to deliver. Those businessmen engaged in the newspaper work 
are giving us our opportunities to do good or ill service to the public. 
We can so teach the ignorant until they become less ignorant. We can 
to a very large extent mold public opinion to our own views. 

In reality journalism is statesmanship. The government of such a 
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democracy as ours is practically a government by newspapers. There 
are comparatively few readers of books. There are more readers of 
magazines, but practically everybody reads the newspaper. What the 
public knows it learns through the newspaper. Whatever the bias of 
the public mind may be, it is very largely the result of newspaper 
writers. 

Let us call ourselves, if we will, mere parasites sucking subsistence 
from a big commercial enterprise. Yet we can easily enough recognize 
that our situation can give us opportunities to render services good or 
ill to the public. If journalism has fallen from its highest state of being 
solely employed in directing the public mind for the benefit of the 
public, and become a mere dependent on capitalism, it may even be 
safely asserted that it has gained as much as or more than it has lost, 
because without journalists there could be no newspapers and with- 
out newspapers there would not be so many millionaires. 

I have often enough been reproached as a newspaperman for 
not being more patriotic and more loyal to the people, by men and 
women with perfectly good intentions but very small economic intelli- 
gencemen and women whom I can best describe by calling them 
economic imbeciles. Such people insist that I ought to teach and 
preach, preach and teach, and they tell me that I am very wrong in 
furnishing reading matter that will degrade and corrupt the minds 
and characters of our readers. If you have not already learned the 
fact, you will eventually learn that men and women do not like being 
preached at and taught, and that the moment that the average reader 
finds under his eyes some article intended to instruct and guide his or 
her opinion he or she will skip that article and read something else. 
If we do not amuse and entertain our readers we will have few readers 
or none at all. We will have no audience listening to us. 

As patriots and altruists it is our business to improve that public 
mind in the only way possible. In order to instruct the people we must 
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conceal as far as we can our intention to do so. We must slyly insinuate 
into the baser sorts of minds lessons that will be valuable to them and 
facts upon which they will be compelled to base their judgments when 
they are called upon, by their votes or by that sort of clamor which is 
called public opinion, to indicate their wishes and their demands to 
their servants in official positions executives, legislators and the 
judiciary. We must keep our audience interested, whatever else we 
do, and then craftily work upon their minds. 

The general public may be considered as a class in a kindergarten 
who are furnished with playthings and games which are unsuspected 
by the pupils of teaching them those things which their teacher de- 
sires them to learn. The daily press is intended for the great mass of 
our citizens and not for the highbrows, as we call them. 

You and I all think that we are superior people and that, in fact, we 
belong to the highbrow class. I think we are right in concluding that 
the more people who read what we write the better it will be for the 
people as a whole. 

A word about writing. I have had great advantage in being able to 
observe the beginnings, the development and the final accomplish- 
ment of many writing journalists. By experience and observation I 
have learned that those writing journalists who let themselves go, as 
it were, and wrote as nearly as possible, considering the limitations of 
the English language, what they thought, using the language and 
style chosen by themselves and not at all the language and style of 
any other writer, rose quickest and highest in their profession. 

YouVe all read books; youVe all your favorite books and authors. 
If you have thought about the matter at all you must have become 
aware that there is but little similarity either in the style or thoughts 
expressed by any two of the authors that have pleased you most. 
Think of Kipling and Meredith, of Milton and Browning, of Irvin 
Cobb and Wodehouse. I think the greatest blemish on the American 
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press today is the likeness of the newspapers, taken as a whole, each 
to another., and of all the writings in any single publication. 

Fifty years ago and more one might read an editorial by Dana or 
by Halstead, by Henry Watterson or by Joe McCullogh, and without 
looking at the title page of the paper, he would know whether he was 
reading the New York Sun, the Cincinnati Commercial, the Louisville 
Courier Journal, or the St. Louis Globe Democrat. Why, forty years 
ago, in reading any article I would know whether it had appeared in 
one of my own papers or some other paper, and I would also know, 
which would be more easy to understand, in which one of my own 
papers the article had appeared. Today, with very few exceptions, you 
could read an article in any public paper published in any city from 
New York to San Francisco, and you would not be able to make a 
guess as to what paper it appeared in or even in what section the 
paper was published. 

Ben Franklin, who was himself a newspaperman, in Poor Richards 
Almanac said that "honesty is the best policy." That honesty in jour- 
nalism is the best policy you might all reasonably doubt. However, I 
think none of us have reason to doubt that honesty is a good enough 
policy at times. Because we are all frail human beings, the best that 
most of us can do is to be as honest as we can afford to be. 

(Editor's Note: This chapter was written in 1925.) 
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Muscles, Mind and Opportunity 



I AM A professional advocate of the "underdog** and my fees have 
been so large as to make me, if not a conspicuous, at least a very 
typical member of the class that has no "underdogs" in it. I try to re- 
proach myself for this, but can find no rational justifications for my 
reproach for my general condition, although I do in innumerable in- 
stances give evidence of thoroughgoing human frailty. 

For a long time I have been thinking on one aspect of the case. 

Are the rich men to blame for the poverty of the poor, or are the 
poor to blame both for their poverty and the misery that every rich 
man annexes with his wealth? Have I been doing right all these years 
in my constant outcry of "stop thief? Would I not have more usefully 
employed my energies had I devoted myself to an attempt to teach 
the people, the poor and ignorant, that they sinned more against so- 
ciety than they were sinned against? 

I think it is evident that if two brothers of equal strength and ca- 
pacity were living on a farm, and if one of these brothers worked hard 
and produced not only enough food for himself but for another, and 
the other refused to labor at all, the idler would have no right to live 
on the product of his brother's toil. The industrious brother would not 
be duty-bound to feed and care for the idler. 
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This conclusion might be followed by a question: Is it not the duty 
of the industrious brother to refuse all sustenance to the idler, thereby 
compelling his brother to work for himself, and by working to become 
rich in health and in bodily and intellectual vigor? Really, isn't the 
industrious brother by very reason of his charitableness in supporting 
the idler actually doing his brother an injury actually reducing him 
to potential slavery? Is not the industrious brother putting temptation 
in his own way, a temptation eventually to enslave his idle brother 
and cause him, sooner or later, to labor by compulsion, not for his 
own, but for his efficient brother's benefit? 

Analyzing the whole system of modern society, it seems to me that 
I find a parallel between the industrious brother and the idler on one 
side, and the ruling classes and the masses on the other. 

However, in order to make the example of the two brothers fit the 
general case better, I will slightly alter the situation. 

Given two brothers of unequal natural capacities but each compe- 
tent to work on his own account and live, though on different stand- 
ards, still in such a way that the inferior brother could live as a free 
man, independent and comfortable. Now, if one of these two brothers 
should elect to work hard with mind and muscle, and the other should 
elect to do only physical labor, the result would be that the idle- 
minded brother would leave to the industrious-minded brother all the 
mental work and direction, both of their joint and several labors. In 
such a case, the two brothers in accepting the situation would, 
one of them, make the other a master, and the other would make 
his brother a slave. The superior brother would put in his own way 
the temptation which he would surely submit to: the temptation to 
become the oppressor of his brother. 

Both brothers would be to blame for this condition. Which would 
be the most to blame? I, and other friends of the "underdogs" un- 
hesitatingly put all or most of the blame on the brother who is indus- 
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trious in both mind and muscle. We call him a thief, an oppressor and 
a criminal. We extend sympathy and support to the mental idler. For 
the latter we have nothing but excuses. We do not blame him for his 
shortcomings, but we blame his brother, the industrious man, and we 
blame the whole class o the mentally laborious and industrious men 
in our community. Without knowing the origin of the present terrible 
conditions we recognize their evil and we teach that the evil exists 
purely as the result of the wickedness of mind of one and not at all as 
the result of the slothf ulness of mind of the other. 

It is true that the temptations of wealth and power develop in the 
mind of the industrious and superior class, vices of every form and 
character, so that the individuals of the class become hateful. Poverty 
and ignorance develop vices too, but they are such humble vices, such 
normal human natural vices that, compared with those others, they 
are considered by us insignificant and easily forgivable. 

Esau sold his birthright for a mess of pottage. The Israelites 
yearned for the fleshpots of Egypt. Men are not conquered into 
slavery. They voluntarily accept it. They do not even ask the price of 
a mess of pottage in return for their birthright, freedom. They demand 
slavery, they demand the right to live without laboring with their 
minds, and of all labor, thinking is the most grievous, as those who 
have performed so much of it know to their cost. 

I am familiar with American statistics. Owing to the richness of 
our natural resources and the comparative thinness of our population, 
it is probable that the joint product of capital, management and labor 
is large enough to support in comfort every man, woman and child in 
this country, provided there is an equitable distribution of products 
per capita. If all of the idlers were as well or nearly as well provided 
for as the industrious, then all would have enough. 

If all the products of England, on the other hand, were equally di- 
vided per capita, so huge are the numbers who now live in want of 
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actual necessities, and so large the numbers that exist upon a bare 
subsistence allowance, that not one Englishman or woman, after the 
division, would have sufficient to supply more than actual needs. If 
there was an equal distribution of all the products in the empire of 
India, the whole people in that land, without any exceptions, would 
be reduced to a standard of living far humbler than that of the poorest 
American laborer when employed. 

Instead of saying that every man has a right to live if he will work, 
and that every man has a right to work, I might say that every man 
should be compelled to work or suffer nature's penalty; and that being 
a man and possessing a mind, he must work with his best natural tool 
(that is, his mind) as well as with his muscles. 

It is not opportunity that men lack; it is necessity. When the indi- 
vidual has no other existing compulsion to labor, society should en- 
force the only natural penalty. Christianity or some other form of 
ethics may dispose of the cases of the inefficient by extending charity 
to such. 

When I admit that there are thousands and perhaps millions who 
are willing to work with both mind and body and cannot find employ- 
ment for both sets of functions (actually, no opportunities present 
themselves to them), then I have to admit also that perhaps there is 
no spot on earth lacking in opportunity, when the man there is riot too 
blind to see it. 

In our family life and in our schools especially we, as a nation, are 
engaged in blinding our children, or at least so affecting their mental 
eyesight that they cannot see what is valuable to them and the 
country. We are blinding them to such an extent that they can see 
nothing and do nothing that is of value to anyone but the infinitesimal 
few whose eyesights and minds have been properly developed, either 
by intelligent parents or the accidental necessities they encounter. 

I believe that there is hardly any difference between one man and 
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another at birth other than physiological. Just as any of the eggs of the 
queen bee may be developed by nurture into another queen bee, so 
can any infant be developed into a king man or queen woman, with 
the proper nurture of body and mind. 

All men are so much alike that no one of them is naturally inclined 
to exercise that last gift to the animal kingdom: the power to reason. 
Every man therefore seeks a master some other man who will think 
for him. Perhaps the most unhappy creature among all mankind is 
that rare man who finds no other man against whom he can lean, and 
on whom he can depend for direction and support. Such a man is 
always of necessity a lonely, sad-hearted, overworked individual. He 
is ostracized by the commonalty and set upon a gilded uncomf ortable 
throne where he must perform in solitude the huge labor of doing the 
world's thinking and directing. 

The world may laugh and jeer at such a proposition. I know some- 
thing of the pains that such a man has to suffer. Although iny own 
throne is a humble one, it is nevertheless and has been a throne all 
the same. If such seats as mine are comfortable and easy to occupy, 
why are so many men yearning to abdicate, and why do many men go 
so far as I have gone in abdicating? 

While it is impossible to cast aside the crown that is, the intel- 
lectual capacity which carries with it real responsibility the scepter 
of activity can be and often is not only willingly dropped but im- 
patiently thrown away. 

Now, while my whole life's experience has been crowded with 
nothing else but examples of one kind or another of this tendency, 
this almost insane determination of men to seek enslavepent (a de- 
termination no less on their part than that of the moth to die in the 
candle's flame), I can call your attention to a very homely ex- 
amplethe flight from the country to the city. 

I have nine thousand acres of southern California land. Acre for 
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acre its potential productivity is greater than the average lands of 
Japan. Japanese lands provide sustenance for three people to the acre. 
My nine thousand acres of land at present are not more than enough 
to support one person to the hundred acres. 

When I first came into this country there were in my neighborhood 
many cultivated farms. The average yield of each, all things con- 
sidered, was greater per annum than a family of first-class mechanics 
in the city could win as salaries. Large as this yield was, it was capable 
of being increased many fold by the gaining of a little more knowl- 
edge and the exercise of a little self-restraint. Yet there are today re- 
maining on these farms not ten per cent of their original occupants. 
They have all gone to the lately boomed city of San Diego. They have 
exchanged independence and affluence for dependence, and in such 
times as these, poverty. Often I have talked to these people and others 
like them. Always the excuse for desiring to desert the farm for the 
city has been the lack of social intercourse. Always it has been too 
apparent that the desire was to escape anxiety. They wanted to avoid 
that amount of thinking and studying which was necessary to provide 
for the usual emergencies that arise not only on the farm, but in every 
position where one is self-dependent and where another cannot be 
depended upon to do the thinking that will provide a steady flow of 
wages. 

Poverty and slavery are with rare exceptions solely the wages of 
intellectual indolence. This indolence is generally the willful intellec- 
tual indolence of individual men and women. Sometimes, however, 
poverty and enslavement are the result of similar indolence on the 
part of a parent, or a community. 

One of the cure-alls of this great evil, that I have dwelt on much, is 
the minimum wage. I have proposed a universal minimum wage of 
three dollars a day for all adults, and a somewhat smaller, but not 
much smaller, wage for apprentices. I proposed that none should be 
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allowed to work, except for the state, for a smaller wage. For a genera- 
tion, untold misery and hardship would follow as the result of such a 
change. But when no man could accept smaller wages than the mini- 
mum, there would be no employment by employers of men and 
women who did not earn this wage. This condition would compel 
every man not paid a wage to work on his own account. As agri- 
cultural pursuits are just those in which any able-bodied man can 
produce enough to support in comfort his family, the cities would 
soon enough grow small, slums and sordid vice would disappear and 
the countryside everywhere would be peopled by healthy and strong 
men, women and children, They would be healthy and strong in 
body, and necessarily well-trained and well-developed in mind, 
developed broadly and sufficiently all through the mind, and not 
narrowly and in spots, as minds must be developed in order to accom- 
modate themselves to urban life and occupations. 

(Editor's Note: Most of this chapter was written in 1917-18.) 
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TVT E HAVE heard and read enough of this silly prattle of grow- 
W ing old gracefully. 

Remarks of this kind are generally made by people who have had 
no experience in growing old at all people who draw on their im- 
aginations exclusively for depicting conditions or by people who have 
had some experience with age, being more or less advanced in years, 
but who have not reached the period when they are free from foolish, 
or even childish or adolescent vanity. Older people who speak of such 
methods are the kind of old people who make fools of themselves by 
dressing themselves in raiment that is only really becoming to youth 
and by resorting to masseurs to smooth out their wrinkles and to mani- 
curists to have their fingernails polished, 

This kind of people can even be heard to say that one is no older 
than he feels, and they then proceed to mimic in their walk and in 
their talk, in their posing and in their employment, younger people in 
their environment. They are people who are never wise and who are 
never capable of becoming wise, people congenitally afflicted with 
the tendency to be continually arrested in development. 

Perhaps there are some old people who do grow old gracefully. 
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That is to say, who grow old naturally just as a child grows to a period 
of adolescence, to maturity, naturally. But what is commonly under- 
stood as growing old gracefully is mimicking to a greater or less extent 
while aging all sorts of exhibitions made by the young. 

Grow old gracefully! One might as well talk of dying gracefully. I 
saw my mother die gracefully in her eightieth year. She fell asleep and 
ceased to breathe. There was nothing shocking, nothing terrible in her 
activities and speech of the last few hours. She seemed to be aware of 
the fact that she was dying, or at least not at all impressed by the im- 
portance to her or to anyone else of her condition. But she was very 
old, and succumbed to a disease that was painless. 

I have seen others die, suffering terribly, and there was nothing 
graceful presented to my sight. Pain and terrible pain distorted the 
features of the faces and what the dying ones actually said ploughed 
deep and harrowed into the feelings of the onlookers. 

One may grow old without suffering and one observing such a 
person might say that he or she grew old gracefully. But I saw one 
who was very near to me in blood growing old from her middle age to 
extreme old age, suffering always, her hearing gradually diminishing 
to deafness and her sight gradually diminishing to blindness, and yet 
she lived well into her ninth decade. Could she grow old gracefully? 
I have seen the very old suffering from poverty, and the very old 
possessed of great wealth, not one particle of whose wealth could 
allay terrible physical and mental anguish. 

Resignation! What is the difference between resignation and de- 
spair? In either case the only hope is for death to cut short the pain 
of living. 

Perhaps the nearest approach to that which is called growing old 
gracefully can be defined as growing old sensibly enduring pain that 
cannot be avoided, anguish that cannot be appeased. 

-My own idea of the best way of growing old is to grow old sensibly, 
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recognizing social, physical and mental conditions that change from 
day to day, from month to month and from year to year, and making 
the best possible personal adjustment to all of these conditions. 

It is my opinion that the best period, at least of every man's life (I 
will not speak of women) is the time when his children are being 
bom to him and when these little sprouts from himself are fresh and 
beautiful. Then the father can dream beautiful dreams of the future 
of these little ones. Then as a rule the father has himself had no ex- 
perience of old age and is still so strong in body and spirit that he 
rather delights in than resents his own struggles for his existence and 
the welfare of those he loves most, wife and children. He has no time 
to devote to foreboding, nor has he any inclination thereto. How can 
he dread that which is going to happen to his offspring when he has 
had to suffer nothing himself -nothing worth while. 

I, for myself, having experienced the joy of living in my own chil- 
dren, have never forgotten this experience. 

I believe that most fathers have had similar happy experiences or, 
at least during the period of the infancy of their children, had their 
sufferings greatly mitigated. Then they suffered less than they had to 
suffer later on; then they could hope more for their own future than 
they could have any reason to hope in those later years when their 
children had grown to manhood and to womanhood. All great ac- 
complishments are really the accomplishments of youth, so that when 
youth, or at least comparative youth, is past, then there is nothing 
reasonable in hoping for a future better time for oneself. 

Then comes the time when, if the father would grow old reason- 
ably, he should live in the lives of his children. He should appreciate 
and sympathize with their hopes and aspirations and enjoy for him- 
self those things that only his children can feel and enjoy. But time 
flies so swiftly. It is so long a distance to travel that stretching from 
grandfather to grandchildren that I more than doubt the commonly 
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expressed view that grandparents enjoy their grandchildren more 
than they ever enjoyed their children. If there were no other grounds 
for this doubt, it could be found in the common expression that we, 
the grandparents, have all the pleasure derivable from the little chil- 
dren and none of the pain and suffering and trouble. 

I have lost by death a grandchild. Three of my sons have died. I 
know that when any one of my children was suffering even from a 
slight illness, my mind was filled with anxiety to such an extent that 
I have spent many and many a sleepless night. When my grand- 
children have been ill, it is true that I have been anxious about them, 
but my fears were not nearly so poignant. I wonder if there are any 
old men, or middle-aged men, or even comparatively young men who 
have forgotten the thrill and ecstasy of their early youthful love or 
loves. For all such I feel the greatest pity. 

I know there are children who have spent no part of their lives out- 
side of cities, great or small, who have never run barefooted over 
green fields and through shady forests, and who have never seen 
more than a streak of blue or green above them for the only sky they 
have ever known. For these too I have a feeling of pity. 

An approaching thunderstorm; the sighing of a breeze through 
forest trees; the roar and groaning of the leaves and branches in a 
great woods when the storm was sweeping through it; fleecy clouds 
floating overhead seen by a boy lying upon his back in some deserted 
place; the rippling stream and the majestic sweep of some great river; 
the ever-recurring adventures of the boy of gun and rod, in boat or oa 
horseback each and all of these things are a rich store of memories of 
the country-reared child. 

If I had the power I would procure these for every living child, that 
his or her youth should be spent in such a way as to have such a store 
of memoriesthe last and finishing touch of which would be the first 
boy-and-girl love affair; perhaps accompanied by a kiss or an em- 
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brace, or perhaps only the desire, such intense desire as to cause the 
whole frame to tremble, the knees to feel weak. 

But I am not to write the beginning of life but the ending. When 
a man's children are full grown, then is the time when the process of 
growing old has fairly begun. Just imagine a man stopping at this 
period to think of growing old gracefully! He is a happier man if not 
a wiser one if he thinks not at all of growing old. He has enjoyed so 
much living in his children that he knows, or should know, that there 
are any number of other young lives in which he can live, and in so 
living, forget all about himself. There are young men who are only 
beginning their careers; there are young men who have started on 
their careers, and there are young men who are rearing their families 
and little ones and who are enjoying themselves thereby. 

The man who has passed through these periods can sympathize joy- 
ously or sadly with the triumphs and defeats of these younger ones. 
If such a man with such experiences has chanced to be of the success- 
ful few, his opportunities are great his opportunities to lend a help- 
ing hand to those who have both the strength in mind and body and 
strong ambitions. 

While one's own children generally are few in number, so that all 
of them pass through adolescence in a comparatively short time, other 
fathers and mothers are also producing life, so that in any man's im- 
mediate environment there is a constant army of youth marching up 
from whom to select those to whom favors can be given and those 
who can profit by the aid of elders. No man need ever lack the inspira- 
tion, the wholesome urge, of youth around him. 

I take it that no man can grow old more sensibly than by making 
full use of this opportunity of living with and in the lives of those who 
are young. I have lived long enough to see babies grow into manhood, 
to see these become fathers, and even a few of them grandfathers. If, 
perchance, I live many years longer, the distance between myself 
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and even a new grandfather may be far enough to make me enjoy the 
companionship of these older young men more than I have enjoyed 
the companionship of men whose children are yet young. 

Growing old sensibly consists of doing many things, of eliminating 
many things that were once pleasurable and taking on new occupa- 
tions that are still pleasurable, though not so pleasurable. More than 
half, I think, of all the pleasures and all the pain of human life, are 
inextricably interwoven, or rather proceed from the laws of action 
and reaction. But as a man approaches what is called middle life he 
usually loses the power to enjoy greatly purely physical occupations, 
such as sports of all kinds. As we get older, the palate becomes less 
imperative in its demands or else wise physicians advise such things as 
change of diet. 

Then later comes the sad climacteric when a male of the human 
species can no longer find great joy in intimate contact with his chosen 
companion of the other sex. 

There are some men who are so foolish as to attempt, in all possible 
ways, to prolong certain pleasures. I do not consider that these men 
are growing old sensibly. All too frequently perhaps almost invari- 
ablycomes that period in the life of a man when he suffers from 
many disappointed hopes, if he permits himself so to suffer. 

His family has ceased to be his family. His children have families 
of their own. His mate may have died, or, having himself passed the 
period of subordination of the sex motive, he discovers that her in- 
terests in life have become different from his. 

Somewhat synchronizing with this condition of affairs, the man 
whose life interest has been largely made up of business and pro- 
fessional pursuits, or purely intellectual achievements, finds that his 
power is so far diminished that he is no longer able to practice suc- 
cessfully in his old occupation or else his interests in the same have 
become so dessicated that he no longer covets achievement. 
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For these four great reasons a great majority of men find them- 
selves compelled to live lonely lives, unoccupied or uninterested, in- 
stead of growing old sensibly. Such soon perish. 

I have known professional men in such periods who abandoned 
their professions entirely. Some not only abandoned their profession, 
but abandoned all interest in it. I have known such older men to retire 
from business, thinking vainly that they would be contented to live 
on their income. I have even known scientific men to lose all interest 
in their science and become mentally inert. I take it that none of these 
men are growing old sensibly. 

The man who finds himself aging should accept conditions as they 
are, pine not at all, and refuse to actually feel the sense of disappoint- 
ment This is growing old sensibly. 

There are not only always the younger men with whom he can 
co-operate, but then the whole land is filled with children who are 
growing up to be men and women and then there are the future 
generations. 

To grow old sensibly, one should always keep one's eyes turned 
from the past to the future, and continue to strive with all his might 
to serve those who are coming even more efficiently than those he 
has served shoulder to shoulder with in the past. There should be no 
feelings of remorse, no feelings of regret, no feelings of mortification 
for past failures. If wrong has been done, reparation is impossible. If 
one feels that he has suffered ingratitude, he has not become sensible 
as he has become old. Such an attitude of mind is rather evidence of a 
man's unworthiness, for he who has only served others that he might 
be served himself in return has really given nothing, and has only 
bargained for quid pro quo, and at best has only made a bad bargain. 

If he has lived rightly and righteously and lived truly, he has never 
even considered the word gratitude. Hence there can be no feeling of 
disappointment. When one has grown old and life persists in him, and 
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promises to persist so that he must continue to grow older and older 
still, he has still his occupations, the occupations that he as an old 
man can excel all the others in performing. 

There is nothing that he can learn that he cannot turn to someone 
else's use. If it cannot be turned to the use of someone immediately 
near him or dear to him, still some human being may get profit by the 
knowledge gained by the labor of the most efficient of men, namely: 
the oldest of men whose minds have not suffered too greatly from 
senile decay. 

The old man who has grown old sensibly is more sensible than any 
younger man can be more sensible concerning not only his own 
needs and requirements, but concerning the services he can render to 
others. In order that he should grow older and older still sensibly, he 
must govern his own conduct. 

Providing this old man has grown old sensibly, he has performed 
as well as he can perform all, or nearly all, of his duties to society. He, 
of all men, may feel himself exempt from all commands addressed to 
him, all demands made upon him by others. To continue to grow old 
sensibly, he cannot fail to strive to increase the happiness of others or 
diminish the sorrow of others to the extent of his powers without ever 
imitating the folly of youth or overstraining his capacity. Sensibly as 
a man has lived, sensibly as a man has aged, there can be no guarantee 
against that man's suffering greatly in spirit and in body before he is 
finally released. 

If this old man is sensible, he will recognize the inevitable and 
march boldly or totter along feebly to the end, neither thankful nor 
of complaining spirit 
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